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THE THREE OXONIANS. 



CHAPTER I. 



A LEGENl) OF FINMARE. 



THE mountains frowned, in dark and threat- 
ening precipices upon the pale waters of 
the great Kvasnangen Fiord : gloomily frowned 
they upon a little boat that was speeding past 
their feet. Terrible in their blackness rose the 
tall cliffs from the Fiord's depths, yet were 
their snow-capped summits roseate and smiling 
in the mellowed rays of an April sun. A veil 
of wondrous loveliness robed the face of heaven 
-a mysterious glow, softer and more varied 
than is ever the glow of southern climes, over- 
spread the sky. The sky itself was smil- 
ing, welcoming back the bright orb of the day 
from the long banishment • to which the stem 
VOL. III. B 



2 THE THREE OXONIANS. 

Night-Season of the north had consigned it. The 
waters, ruffled by a gentle breeze from the Arc- 
tic Ocean, twinkled with a myriad of prismatic 
colours. Far down the Fiord, a shoal of whales 
were disporting themselves, now rearing their 
huge backs high out of the water, now throw- 
ing up twin fountains of spray, the sound of 
which was borne across the waters, like the 
hoarse roar of a distant waterfall. No other 
sound, save the rippling of the waves past the 
bows of the little boat, fell upon the ears of the 
voyagers. 

The Finns, who formed the boat's crew, sat 
forward, smoking in silence ; weird-looking 
creatures they were, with their long, black hair 
hanging uncombed about their shoulders ; their 
dark complexions rendered still darker by the 
subdued light of that April afternoon. In the 
stern of the boat, two men were lying upon 
some reindeer skins, watching in mute admira- 
tion the ever-varying beauties of the firmament. 

The elder of the two men was our friend 
Coiner, who was travelling from Tromso to 
Skorpo. He had remained in Tromso only so 
long as sufficed to bring him an answer to the 



A LEGEND OF PINMARK. 3 

letter which he had written to his friends at 
Oxford. From his mother he had not heard. 
She had written to him, but her letter had ar- 
rived in Norway too late for the northern-bound 
steamer, which brought to him a joint letter 
from Longley and Haller. His friends had told 
him of her anxiety to obtain tidings of her ab- 
sent son, but Coiner's heart was still embittered 
against his parents, so he cared not to hear from 
home. 

His companion was a native of Finmark. He 
was the son of a rich Hammerfest merchant, 
and had just finished his education at the Uni- 
versity of Christiania. A lucky chance had 
thrown Coiner in his way. It was off the Lof- 
fodens that they had first met. Kihlvold was 
stepping on to the steamer which conveyed 
Coiner to Tromso, when the plank turned and 
precipitated him into the water. Twice he had 
sunk, when Coiner sprang overboard to his aid. 
Beyond a doubt the young Norwegian owed his 
life to Coiner, and he gratefully acknowledged 
the debt. A warm friendship sprang up between 
the two men. Kihlvold was a man of refined 
tastes — a good scholar and an excellent lin- 

B 2 



4 THE THREE OXONIANS. 

guist. There was, moreover, a certain dash of 
romance in his nature, which made him take no 
ordinary interest in Coiner, from whose habitual 
melancholy b© felt convinced that some sad 
cause — what that cause was he could only guess 
— had driven the Englishman to Norway. 

Coiner was changed from the careless-looking 
undergraduate whose acquaintance we first 
made in the High Street of Oxford. His eyes 
were sunken and thoughtful — thoughtful, not of 
the present nor the future, but of the past. His 
mouth had set into an expression of greater 
firmness. His face was bronzed by constant 
exposure to the sea-air, and the beard, which he 
had suffered to grow, had seemingly added ten 
years to his age. 

He was journeying to Skorpo in quest of 
sport. Some bears had been committing ravages 
in that neighbourhood, and he had resolved to 
devote a few weeks to their pursuit. Kihlvold 
was accompanying him, with the express under- 
standing that, after slaying the bears, Coiner 
should go with him to Hammerfest, and be 
introduced to his family, who were longing to 
make the acquaintance of him to whom they 
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were so deeply indebted. Much against his 
inclination, Coiner had been compelled to con- 
sent to this. 

The boat rounded a rocky point, and the 
character of the scenery changed. The moun- 
tains no longer rose sheer from the fiord, but 
sloped with steep descent from their summits to 
the water's edge, their snow-covered sides 
sparsely dotted with patches of dark bushes, 
and here and there with birch and fir. Straight 
ahead of the boat, half-way up the mountain- 
side, standing out in bold relief against the 
glowing sky, towered an enormous pinnacle of 
rock. So perfect was its resemblance to an 
obelisk that, at first glance, Coiner imagined 
that it must be an artificial landmark ; its great 
size, however, forbade that supposition. Kihl- 
vold, observing the direction of Coiner's glance, 
broke the silence that had long prevailed by in- 
quiring, 

" Are you looking at that curious rock ? It 
is called Simalungo, or Long Simon. Years 
ago a similar one, called Simalungo's Kone — 
that is, wife — existed close by it, but the lady 
has long since fallen." 
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"What is the origin of the names?" asked 
Coiner. " Of course there is some old mytho- 
logical legend attached to them." 

" Yes, a remarkable one," answered Kihlvold. 
** The Finns, who, by the way, have borrowed 
much of their mythology from alien sources, 
will tell you that Simon and his wife were a 
giant and giantess whom Odin turned into 
stone. They will also declare that human sacri- 
fices have been oflFered upon them." 

" Is there any truth in their latter declara- 
tion I" 

" I think not. As far as Long Simon is con- 
cerned, I am sure that there is not. The pe- 
culiar form of the rock seems to be merely the 
result of a degradation of the mountain around 
it, and its tapering shape and great height 
would render the consummation of a sacrifice 
upon it almost an impossibility." 

" You have been up to it, of course ?" 

"Yes; I was tempted by a report that the 
rock was covered with Runic characters, but I 
found nothing to indicate that these had ever 
existed upon it. We shall not get to Skorpo for 
two hours; should you like to hear the legend?" 
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Coiner assured his friend that the narration 
of it could not fail to interest him deeply. 

" To make it clear to you," said Kihlvold, '* I 
had better begin at the beginning of ail things, 
and tell you how it was that giants came to 
inhabit this land of Finmark." 

" Pray do so," begged Coiner ; and thus ad- 
jured, Kihlvold knocked the ashes out of his 
pipe, and began. 

SIMALUNGO— A LEGEND OF FINMARK. 

" Before the creation of this world of ours, 
existed the two worlds of Muspelheim and 
Nifleheim, the former the realm of Surtur, the 
Lord of Heat, the latter the abode of Cold and 
Mist, uninhabited, and containing nought but the 
spring Vergelmer, from which flowed eleven 
great rivers into Ginnungagap, the vast void 
which separated the two worlds. This void 
was displeasing to Alfadur, the Supreme Being, 
who, consequently, decreed that a new world 
should take its place. Accordingly he made the 
waters of Vergelmer to freeze as they flowed 
into the abyss. For centuries they flowed on- 
wards, freezing in their course, until Ginnun- 
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gagap was well-nigh filled with ice. Thns 
were the powers of Heat and Cold united, and 
from their union sprang the giant Ymer. But 
Ymer was alone in Ginnungagap, so Alfadur 
lulled him to sleep, and, as he slept, a son and 
daughter issued from his left armpit. The giant 
woke, and rising, rubbed one foot against the 
other ; from the contact sprang another son. 
Thus was the void peopled, but the giant race 
honoured not Alfadur, and, in anger, the god 
proceeded to create a more divine stock. First 
he created the cow, Audumbla, from whose teats 
flowed rivers of milk. Audumbla was to call 
the new race into existence. She licked the 
hoar-frost from the rock, and a man's hair ap- 
peared. Again she licked the rock, and a man's 
head started forth. A third time she licked, 
and a perfectly-formed man, Bur6, arose from 
beneath her tongue. Bur6 found favour in the 
eyes of Alfadur, and became the progenitor of 
the God-like Aser. The cup of Ymer's iniqui- 
ties had long been full. To the descendants of 
Bur^, in the third generation, was assigned the 
task of punishing the old giant and his evil 
progeny. The brothers Odin, Vil^, and V6, 
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were infants when Alfadur decreed that Ymer 
should cease to exist. But what will the power 
of the Supreme Being not effect? The infants 
slew the giant, who fell in Ginnungagap. All 
his wicked race perished in the torrents of blood 
that flowed from Ymer's wounds — all, at least, 
but Bergelmer and his wife, who, luckily for 
themselves, were fishing at the time of the old 
giant's death. These two fled to the moun- 
tains, and became the ancestors of a new race of 
giants, chief amongst whom, for his size and 
crimes, was Simalungo, whom you see petrified 
up there." 

" Was the abode of the giants in Muspelheim 
or Nifleheim ?" asked Coiner, feeling interested 
in his friend's story. 

"In neither," answered Kihlvold. "They 
fled to another world called Utgard, concerning 
the creation of which there is much doubt. 
There were at that time altogether nine worlds, 
created or uncreated, and beings of divine race 
seem to have had access to all of them, for 
certain giants and dwarfs boasted that they had 
passed through all nine worlds, and known all 
their inhabitants." 
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^^Thia ie growing rather perplexingy'^ oIk 
serveil Colnen ^ Pray cut oat eight of them, 
and proceed with the hiatory of Long Simon's*" 

** In good time, my friend^" replied his com- 
panion* ** Bnt I have not yet told you how this 
earth of onra waa created. What aays the 
Grimnift^m^ll 

* From Ymcr's body- 
Was the earth formed ; 
The sea from his bloody 
The earth from his bones. 
Plants from his hair. 
Heaven from his sknlL 
From his eyebrows 
Formed the mild gods 
Midgard, for sons of men ; 
But from his brain 
Thick clouds were created.' 

According to the prose, or later, Edda, the 
dwarfs sprang from the corruption of Ymer's 
body 5 but the Voluspa tells us that they were 
formed by the gods." 

" Never mind the Voluspa, whoever that is," 
Brtid Coiner, smiling at the earnestness with 
which his friend dwelt upon this disputed point. 
" Keep to Long Simon." 

"Patience, my good friend," begged Kihl- 
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void. " The VoluBpa, the oracle of Vala, is the 
finest of all the purely mystical compositions in 
the poetic Edda. I need hardly tell you that 
the Grimnis-mfi,l, from which I have just quoted, 
belongs to the class of mytho-didactic poems to 
be found in that work." 

" Oh ! no, no." exclaimed Coiner. " Pray go 
on with the legend." 

" First let me tell you of mankind," continued 
Kihlvold. The sons of Bur^ formed them from 
the trees, and gave them the earth as a habita- 
tion. Here they lived happily, until the evil 
race of giants came to torment them. Giants 
and dwarfs, as I have already told you, had 
access to all worlds. The race of Bergelmer 
divided the earth amongst themselves, and 
Simalungo obtained the northern part of it as 
his share. You may ask how it was that the 
gods permitted this. They had other enemies 
to contend with — notably, the Vaner, who were 
ever seeking to subvert the kingdom of the 
Aser. The hands of the Aser — the gods — were, 
consequently, too full to permit of their extend- 
ing their protection to others. Asgard, the 
kingdom of the Aser, was upon the Tanais, or 
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Don. Historians tell ns that the Aser were in 
all probability of Gothic race, and that they 
were driven northwards by the advancing arms 
of the Romans. I myself am inclined to think 
that the Tanais has been confounded with oar 
river Tana, in Finraark. As a proof of this I 
may perhaps ^ 

"Oh! no, you mayn't," interrupted Coiner. 
"I am convinced, my dear Kihlvold, that your 
theory is correct. Consider the inexhaustihiKty 
of this kind of thing, and go on with the 
legend." 

A reproachful look crossed the face of the 
Norwegian, but, without farther comment, he 
went on with his story. 

" For many years the giant-race Kved almost 
unmolested upon earth, and the Aser seemed 
deaf to the prayers of the people. Nor did the 
giants persecute mankind alone ; they likewise 
oppressed and maltreated others of divine race 
— the Dverge, the cunning dwar&, and the 
light-minded race of elves, whose raison dHHre 
was to dance in the meadows, and flit like bees 
from flower to flower. Mankind were power- 
less to do aught but pray for relief, and the 
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poor little elves were too timorous to concert 
any scheme for their own protection. Of a dif- 
ferent stamp were the dwarfs. For a time they 
strove boldly against the giants, but, alas 1 their 
strength was unequal to their will. Finmark, 
abounding as it did in metals, was especially 
dear to the race of dwarfs, nor could even the 
persecution of Long Simon drive the small 
people from the land. Once, enraged at the 
destruction of some of their number, they at- 
tacked Long Simon as he slept, but the giant's 
wife came upon them, and roused her husband, 
ere they had succeeded in binding him; and 
Long Simon, sweeping a few thousand of them 
up in his enormous hand, cast them upon a rock 
surrounded by sea, where they must all have 
perished, had not his kinder-hearted wife pitied 
them, and re-conveyed them to their mountain 
homes. The dwarfs could not live on in daily 
peril of their lives, as they were doing, so they 
sent emissaries to all their friends, and called 
a grand council, to determine some means of 
safety. 

*' Great was the assembly that they held. 
Thither came the Black Dwarfs, who for earth 
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had quitted the caverns of Swartalfaheim ; 
thither, from the hills of Loisalfaheim, trooped 
the Light Dwarfs ; thither, too, still dancing, 
even in their sorrow, came the airy elves. The 
conference lasted for twelve days, and it was 
resolved to call upon the Aser once more for 
help. The troubles of the gods were well 
known to the dwarfs, who, accordingly, took 
measures to end them, that there might be to 
the Aser leisure wherein the misfortunes of 
others might receive attention. The little 
people dispersed to their homes. Then did the 
depths of the mountains glow with the fire of 
their forges ; then did the noisy echoes sing 
back the songs of their hammers. For a year 
they laboured on, and four great works were 
accomplished. First of these was the ship, 
Skidbladner^ a truly marvellous vessel. It could 
carry any number of gods or men, and could 
sail over any sea. So wonderfully wrought 
was it, that, when not required, it could be 
folded up like a fine cloth. Second of the 
works was the hammer, Miolner, the blow of 
which was irresistible. Like Skidbladner^ it was 
endowed with marvellous powers of contrao- 
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tion and expansion ; when its services were not 
needed, it could be carried in the smallest of 
pockets. Then were made a magic pair of steel 
gloves, without which Miolner could not be 
used. Last of the works was Melgingandur, a 
magic belt, which doubled the strength of him 
who wore it. Laden '^^dth these invaluable gifts, 
an embassy of the dwarfs sought the abode of the 
Aser in Asgard." 

" I believe that I have heard another account 
of the making of these gifts," observed Coiner. 

" Doubtless you have," assented his friend ; 
" mine is, however, the true version ; besides, it 
is necessary to this legend. To proceed : The 
dwarfs laid their presents at the feet of Odin, 
and besought him to have pity upon them, and 
save them from the giants. The Father of Vic- 
tory smiled benignantly upon them, and assured 
them that, after the settlement of his own 
affairs, the troubles of the dwarfs should receive 
his best attention. The magic belt, together 
with the gloves and hammer, he bestowed upon 
his son, Thor, whose strength was unrivalled. 
The good ship SMdbladner he reserved for him- 
self. 
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" Of course the Vaner and other enemies were 
soon i^bdued by Thor, to whom their chastise- 
ment was entrusted. The peace and safety of 
Asgard having been thus secured, Odin, accom- 
panied by Thor and Freyr, the God of the Sun, 
embarked in the magic ship, and sailed forth to 
redeem his promise to the little people. Many 
were the giants who fell beneath the crushing 
blows of Miolner ; innumerable were the nations 
whom the gods delivered from their long thralr 
dom. At last, having well-nigh exterminated 
the race of giants, Odin and his companions 
came to the land where Long Simon lorded it 
so fiercely over all. 

" Simon was fishing when Skidbladner hove 
in sight, but his prescience told him that the 
swift ship was bearing enemies against him. 
He stepped out of the water, and concealed 
himself behind a mountain. Soon the Aser 
came sailing by. Up sprang Simon, and tear- 
ing the mountain from its foundations, he 
hurled it at Skidbladner. So swift was the 
vessel's course, that the mighty missile fell far 
astern of it. You admired the conical island 
of Huko, which we passed a few hours ago; 
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that island is the mountain which Simon threw 
at the Aser. There, to this day, it stands in 
the sea, a complete refutation of any doubts as 
to the veracity of this legend. 

" Simon stooped to pick up another moun- 
tain, but the Aser were now close upon him. 
In the bows of Skidbladner stood Thor, whirl- 
ing Miolner round his head, preparatory to 
hurling it at the giant. So terrible was the 
countenance of the Thunderer, that Simon 
dropped a mountain which he had raised, and 
betook himself to flight. One bound carried 
him many miles ; but, swift as was his flight, 
the speed of Skidbladner was yet swifter. 
Hissing as it cleft the air, the hammer flew from 
the hand of Thor. The giant saw it coming, 
and stooped to avoid it. Miolner indented the 
heart of the mountain, and returned to its 
master's hand. Simon sprang headlong into 
the deep hole that it had made, and there he 
crouched in terror. Now did the giant's length 
prove the means of his undoing. One of 
Simon's toes projected far from out the hole ; 
and Thor, whom Melgingandur inspired with 
irresistible strength, seizing it, dragged the 

VOL. m. c 
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giant forth, and then, with one buffet of his 
steel gauntlets, stretched him almost lifeless 
upon the ground." 

" Pardon my interrupting your graphic ao- 
count for an instant," Coiner exclaimed ; " but, 
as I understand you, Simon fled across coun- 
try. How could the good ship Skidbladner 
follow him I" 

« You are indeed ignorant of the power of 
the gods," said Kihlvold. **The magic ship 
sailed overland after him. This great fiord is 
simply the course over which Skidbladner sailed." 

** Pardon my interruption. Pray go on." 

"You are forgiven. To resume my tale, 
Odin was about to command his son to despatch 
the senseless monster, when Simon's wife ap- 
peared upon the scene, and, with prayers and 
tears, supplicated the Aser to spare her hus- 
band's life. She reminded them that she had 
saved the dwarfs from destruction ; moreover, 
the ties of kindred should forbid the Aser to 
slay Simon. His mother was the sister of 
Bestla, the giant mother of Odin ; consequently, 
Simon was a first cousin of the father of vic- 
tory. 
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" The discovery of this relationship perplexed 
Odin, who ordered Thor to stay his hand. The 
Thunderer obeyed with bad grace, and put 
Miolner into his pocket again ; then the three 
Aser deliberated upon Simon's fate. The giant 
had by this time recovered consciousness, and 
joined in his wife's prayer for mercy. His 
crimes were too great to go unpunished, so 
Odin decreed that Simon and his wife should for 
ever be imprisoned, during the daytime, in the 
xjavern that Miolner had scooped out ; at night 
they should be permitted to go forth in quest 
of food; but should the bright eye of Freyr, the 
Sun God, ever behold them, then condign pun- 
ishment should at once overtake them. Simon 
and his wife joyfully accepted this decree, and, 
having sworn to respect the dwarfs, and the 
airy elves, and the race of man, they were left 
in their gloomy prison. The Aser sailed back 
to Asgard, where they celebrated their victory 
in right godlike manner. 

" For a long time Simon and his wife faith- 
fully observed the terms of their salvation. 
Once more mankind laboured happily in the 
fields, and the light-minded elves flitted with 

c2 
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yesterday, so terrible to them. To thee, 
giantess, the Aser may, in future centuries, 
vouchsafe some remission of thy punishment ; 
but thou, Simon, shalt stand there, until 
Ragnarok, the Twilight of the Gods, is come, 
when the wol^ Fenris, and the serpent Jor- 
mungandur shall burst their bonds, and involve 
the worids in universal ruin." 
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CHAPTER II. 



A DISCOVERT. 



npHE helm was put up, and the boat stretched 
^ acroBs the broad Fiord, towards Skorpcj. 
The island of Skorpc) is of considerable size, 
mountainous and barren for the most part; but it 
rises from the Fiord in patches of emerald grass, 
upon which graze many cattle and sheep. Un- 
der the shelter of a lofty bluff, nestle many little 
gaards, the houses of fishermen and of Lars 
Petersen, the trader. Nearer the sea is the 
warehouse of the trader, and upon the shore are 
the boat-houses of the fishermen. It is a thriving 
little place, Skorpo. It boasts of a church, the 
wooden spire of which may be seen from the 
Fiord, rising over an intervening hill. 

Flocks of eider-duck are swimming lazily 
about, seemingly disregarding the boat bearing 
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down upon them. Happy birds I they know 
that their lives are protected by law, for the 
sake of the down 'wherewith they line their 
nests. A valuable commodity is this down ,which 
the ducks pluck from their own bodies; far 
more valuable than that which the hand of man 
can strip from them. Many other varieties of 
ducks are swimming about, further from land. 
The little diver, to whom, from his peculiar 
movements, the natives have given the name of 
" The Drinker," bobs impudently up and down 
upon the waves, watching with curious eyes the 
approach of the boat. 

He has already made up his mind that the 
monster is a thing to be avoided ; up goes his 
little round tail and he -disappears, to emerge, 
with a self^atisfied shake, a hundred yards off. 
Now the boat has frightened from their rocky 
seat a host of black cormorants. Away they 
go, their long necks far outstretched, as they 
skim the surface of the water in swift flight. 
Overhead, in independent circles, wheels an 
army of gulls. See that pretty little white gull 
with the grey head ! Down he swoops upon the 
water. There is a flutter, and up he rises again. 
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He has caught a fish, and is sailing off gaily 
with it. His flight is observed by the skua — 
that lazy-looking bird sitting on that tall cliff. 
Well may the fishermen call the skua the thief- 
bird ; a very communist of gulls is he — ever on 
the look-out to confiscate what industry or skill 
has earned ; never condescending to labour him- 
self. Off he darts after the grey-headed fish- 
catcher. The latter spies him, and quickens his 
flight, rising higher and higher in theair. Of little 
avail are his efforts — >the communist gains rapidly 
^upon him — now he is close — he aims a blow at 
him. Fearing something worse than the loss 
of a fish, the grey-headed gull utters a cry of 
disgust, and disgorges his prey. The thief 
closes his wings, and plunges with the swiftness 
of an arrow after it. He catches the fish ere it 
touches the water, and flies off with it to his 
lofty cliff, where he will digest the ill-gotten 
booty at his leisure. How Coiner wishes that 
one of those big gulls would avenge his little 
cousin's wrong, or that splendid eagle, soaring 
so high overhead, fall upon the thief and rend 
him to pieces. 

" Welcome to Skorpo, gentlemen," cried Lars 
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Petersen, raising his cap to Coiner and Kihlvold, 
as they sprang ashore. 

" Thanks for your politeness, Lars," an- 
swered Kihlvold, returning his salutation. 
" How stands it with you, friend ?" 

" Well, I thank you," replied Lars. " It is 
long since I have seen you, Herr Kihlvold ; you 
werenot with the family, when I visited Hammer- 
fest the last month." 

^' No, I was at Christiania. Let me make 
known to you this Englishman. A right good 
fellow he is ; to him I owe as much as my life is 
worth." 

"Ah, welcome again, sir," exclaimed Lars, 
stretching out his hand to Coiner. " But let us 
to the house ; you must taste my aquavit; it is 
the genuine Trondhjemsk." 

" Lead on then, friend Lars. Truly it must 
be good if an old toper like you thinks it so." 

"And how was it that this Englishman 
saved your life ?" asked Lars, leading the way 
to his dwelling, a well-built wooden house, 
gaudy in a new coat of red ochre. 

Kihlvold narrated the particulars of his 
escape from drowning to the merchant, who 
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was loud in his praises of Colaer's gallantry. 

"Enter here, gentlemen," begged Lars. 
" Ricarda I where are you, Ricarda t" 

A comely middle-aged woman made her ap- 
pearance from the back of the house. 

"Here, wife,*' said Lars, addressing her, 
"make welcome the Herr Kihlvold and this 
brave Englishman, who has saved the Hen-'s 
life. Produce the aquavit, and the glasses 
too, Ricarda. Thou needest not remember the 
water." 

The genuine Trondhjemsk was produced, and 
four glasses were filled. Then clinking the 
glasses together, the four drank skaaly after the 

manner of the North. 

« 

" Now, Ricarda, bestir thyself to give us a 
good evening meal. Give us meat, wife. We 
have an Englishman for our guest, and the Eng- 
lish always eat meat." 

Coiner protested that anything would satisfy 
him, but the worthy merchant only repeated his 
orders that his wife should prepare the best of 
everything for the guests. 

" I know that the English love meat," he ex- 
plained to Coiner. " The last year there came 
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to me two Englishmen ; ah I they could eat meat. 
They were with me for one week, and in those 
seven days they ate the whole of one cow." 

" Indeed 1" said Coiner, feeling that inexplica- 
ble annoyance which an Englishman invariably 
feels when he meets or hears of a fellow-coun- 
tryman in some out-of-the-way place abroad. 
*' What were their names ?" 

" Their names," repeated the host ; " let me 
remember ; ah, yes, they were brothers ; their 
name was Coulter." 

" Coulter," said Coiner, puzzling his head to 
think where he had heard the name before, " I 
do not know the name, and yet it seems fami- 
liar to me. What were they doing ?" 

" They were catching salmon with a line and 
hook," replied Lars. " But is that not amusing ? 
Our fishermen catch ihany salmon in a net, with- 
out trouble. You Englishmen come all the way 
from England to catch them one by one. You 
cannot catch them as we do; oh, no I ha, ha, ha I" 

" Tell me, Lars," said Kihlvold ; " you have 
had some bears near here lately, have you not?" 

"Yes," answered Lars. "I saw Hans of 
Kvddnerdal some days since. The bears had 



A DISCOVERT. 29 

killed his horse. Do you know Hansf The 
two Englishmen, they were with him for a very 
long time. They tried to shoot a bear." 

" Did they succeed f asked Coiner. 

" Oh, no," said Lars, laughing. " The bears 
are cunning. In Summer, when there is no snow, 
how can one find the bears ? It is difficult even 
in Winter, when they are in their hies. Oh, but 
they are clever animals I" 

" Ask him what he thinks of my chance of find- 
ing them," said Coiner to his friend, in English. 
" I fear that I don't know Norwegian enough to 
explain what I want." 

" He may find them ; it is possible, but I can- 
not say for a certainty," Lars replied to Kihl void's 
inquiry. "It will be possible to trace their 
spoor, for there is much snow on the hills. In 
Kvsenerdal the snow is deep." 

" Have you had a good Winter ?" asked Kihl- 
vold. 

**Yes, thank the good Lord," answered the 
merchant, piously. "My warehouse it is full of 
stock-fish, and my store it is nearly empty. I 
could not wish for better fortune." 

" Was the Winter cold t" inquired Coiner. 
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** Here it is never cold, thanks to the Gulf 
Stream, which keeps our fiord open. We have 
not had more than ten degrees of frost. In the 
country it was very cold. A Lapp told me that 
at Kautokeino they had more than forty de- 
grees — that was cold indeed 1" 

"That was nearly seventy degrees below 
zero, Fahrenheit," explained Kihlvold to Coiner. 
*' And the two Englishmen, Lars — what became 
of them r 

" It was in September that they went away," 
answered Lars. " I do not know where they 
went to. I think it was to England. Hans 
has been wishing to hear from them, for he has 
something belonging to them — or, rather, I 
have something belonging to them, which they 
left behind. Hans requested me to guard it for 
them. They left it in a book." 

"What is it!" asked Kihlvold. 

" It is a money-order for a hundred and eighty 
dollars," said Lars. " There is a letter, too, but 
it is written in English, and we could not read 
it. Hans expected that they would write for 
the order, but they have not done so, so he 
asked me if I would lock it up, with the letter, 
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in my strong box, until they come to Norway 
again. They promised to return this year. 
But I will get you the letter, and you shall see 
what is in it." 

" It is a curious thing that they should not 
have written for the money, is it not ?" observed 
Kihlvold, as Lars left the room, to fetch the 
order and the letter* 

" Very," answered Coiner, carelessly. 

** Perhaps these men are very rich, and have 
not missed the order," suggested Kihlvold. 

** Perhaps," replied Coiner, laconically. 

" Or they may be poor, and the loss of this 
money may have occasioned them distress," said 
the Norwegian. 

" Very likely," assented Coiner. 

" We had better read the letter, to see if we 
can do them a service in the matter. Do you 
not think so I" 

" As you like, ray dear Kihlvold," said Coiner, 
looking out of the window. 

Lars returned with the letter and order, 
which he handed to Kihlvold. 

" Here, Coiner, read this letter. As an Eng- 
lishman, you have the best right to do so," said 
Kihlvold, handing it to him. 
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Coiner took the letter, and glanced at its 
heading. It was dated from Langstone House, 
Bayswater. Surely he knew that house — but 
in connexion with what I He could not remem- 
ber. He looked at the ending — the letter was 
signed " Emily Coulter." Coulter I — the name 
seemed very familiar to him. He began to 
peruse the letter. 

" It is only a duplicate, Lars," said Kihlvold, 
handing the order back to the merchant. " It 
is of no value. What is there in the letter, 
(Joiner ? Why, what is the matter ?" 

The colour had fled from Coiner's face ; the 
hand which held the letter trembled. By 
chance he had cast his eyes upon the postscript 
first, and then he saw written, in words which 
seemed to scorch his very brain, " The name of 
one of them is Lottie — that is all that I know." 
Those words had recalled the name of Coulter 
to his mind, for many a time had Mr. Williams 
mentioned that name to him. A flood of pain- 
ful emotions was surging in his brain as he 
gazed fixedly at the letter ; he heard not Kihl- 
vold's question. 

^'Tell me, dear friend, what it is that ails 
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you ?" cried Kihlvold, in alarm. " Is it anything 
in that letter ? Tell me, I beg of you. What 
makes you look so strangely? What is the 
matter?" And Kihlvold laid his .hand upon 
Coiners shoulder, and looked inquiringly into 
his face. 

*' Matter !" said Coiner, hoarsely — " nothing 
is the matter. I know those people — I know — 
but I cannot explain to you — no, do not ask me 
to do so." 

"Is there anything of importance in the 
letter?" 

Coiner was gazing at the letter ; in his mind 
there was waging a fierce struggle. Should he 
read this letter ? It might cast some light upon 
Lottie's conduct. But would it be right or 
prudent of him to read it ? Why should he tear 
open the wound that he would heal ? But, still, 
the fate of Lottie might be revealed to him in 
it. Had he no care for her fate ? Ah I would 
that he might know that she was happy 1 Yes, 
he must read the letter. 

Then, slowly, for the words seemed to swim 
before his eyes, he perused the letter that Mrs. 
Coulter had written to her sons. The perspira- 

VOL. III. D 
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tion was standing in beads upon his brow when 
he had finislied it. Ah I it was a sigh half of 
relief, half of disappointment, that he heaved 
then. No ; the letter told him nothing of her 
whom he had loved, whom he felt he still loved 
so madly. He rose, and was leaving the room, 
when Kihlvold detained dim. 

"Dear friend," said the Norwegian, anxiously, 
*^ something distresses you. Whither are you 
going ! 

" This room is close," answered Coiner. " I 
go to get fresh air. I shall return soon ; suffer 
me to go alone." 

He made his way to the sea-shore ; he walked 
on until his way was barred by rocks ; then he 
sat down, and tried to make out the meaning 
of what he had read. 

What could the contents of the letter imply I 
Coulter ; yes, that was the name of those who 
had succeeded to the inheritance which, accord- 
ing to Mr. Williams, should have been Lottie's. 
But who was the person named Serrall ? Ser- 
rall ; that was the maiden name of Mrs. Coiner. 
Could this person be in any way connected 
with her? From the letter it would seem that 
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Mrs. Coulter was aunt of the children men- 
tioned iu it. Mrs. Coulter was Lottie's aunt. 
Could it be possible that Lottie and her sister 
were the two children in whose favour the sick 
man had made the second will ? How could 
the difference of name be accounted for I Could 
Mr. Williams's real name be Serrall? Yes, 
that might be. That would account for the 
intimate knowledge that he had of Coiner's • 
family history. Again, Coiner's father had de- 
nied having known anybody of the name of 
Williams at Oxford. Mr. Williams might have 
changed his name after leaving the university. 
That would at once be an explanation of his 
father's ignorance of the name. Then Lottie 
and he were relations. It must be so. 

But Lottie — how could he explain her 
treachery ? No ; there could be no explanation 
of that. Her own father could not attempt to 
justify her behaviour. She was guilty. She 
had deceived him cruelly — shamefully. 

Coiner sprang up* and paced the shore. His 
hands were clenched, his teeth set. How vain 
had been all his self-imposed schooling to make 
him forget the past. Was he to suffer for 

d2 
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ever? Was time never to soothe his grief? 

An hour afterwards Kihlvold found him lying 
stretched upon the beach. The heart of the 
Norwegian bled for the sufferings that he saw 
Coiner was enduring. He assisted him to rise. 
Then, laying his hand upon Coiner's shoulder, 
he said, 

» Dear friend, you are grieving. Your grief 
is mine — for do I not love you t Do I not owe 
my life to you ? Let me share your grief. Let 
me be unto you as a brother. Tell me the cause 
of your distress." 

There was a tone of sadness and of sympathy 
in the young man's words that touched the 
heart of Coiner in its wretchedness. He grasped 
Kihlvold's hand. 

" Thank you, Kihlvold," he answered. " My 
heart is very full just now ; soon I will tell 
you all." 

Arm-in-arm they walked for some minutes in 
silence, by the shore of the murmuring fiord. 
Then Coiner told his friend the story of his 
love — of his betrayal. The eyes of the Nor- 
wegian were wet with tears ere Coiner had 
finished his tale. They walked on in silence 
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again. What consolation had Kihlvold to offer 
that suffering heart? Honest Lars Petersen at 
length came to seek them. 

"Ahl my gentlemen," he cried, "our supper, 
it is awaiting us upon the table. Ricarda, she 
has prepared a right good meal. She has bid- 
den me to call you to the house, before the meat 
grows cold. Come, then, my friends ; let us 
hasten to eat." 

** Thank you, Lars," said Kihlvold. " Come, 
Coiner, let us not cause grief to the worthy 
wife." 

Together the three men retraced their steps 
to the house. Madame Petersen had indeed 
prepared a right good meal for them, as her 
husband had declared. There were reindeer 
steaks, smoking hot, and a noble bear-ham ; 
potatoes, too, were not wanting. There was 
brown bread, and flat bread, and, great 
delicacy I white bread, fresh from the oven. 
Then came* an enormous dish of delicious 
mnlter-berries, flanked by a scarcely smaller 
bowl of cream. Truly do the Norwegians boast 
that the multer is the queen of all berries. New 
milk served as an excellent substitute for beer 
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or wine. The meal was capped by coffee, and 
a small ehcLsse of aquavit. Seldom did Lars in- 
dulge in such a banquet ; no wonder that, with- 
in five minutes of its completion, he was fast 
asleep, with his long pipe in his mouth. Ma- 
dame Petersen removed the supper things, and 
left the two friends alone with her husband. 

" Was there anything in the letter in any 
way connected with that sad affair?" asked 
Kihlvold at last. 

" It was written by an aunt of — of the girl 
to her sons, who were out here. Here, read it. 
Let me explain something first, though. The 
children alluded to in the letter seem to me to 
be — you know whom I mean — and her sister." 

Kihlvold took the letter, and perused it with 
much interest. Coiner sat and smoked in si- 
lence, watching his friend's face as he was read- 
ing. 

'*Whew!" whistled Kihlvold, when he had 
finished the letter. " I do not like this. Do 
you know Mrs. Coulter ?" 

" Only by name. From what I have heard 
of her, I should not think that she was a very 
nice woman." 
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"Nor I, from this letter," said Kihlvold. 
" Why, it seems to me that she would cheat the 
children out of their money. Do you not think 
so? Has she inherited this money? If she 
has, I should suspect foul play." 

*' Yes, she and her sons have come in for this 
fortune ; but tell me what reason you have for 
suspecting foul play f " 

" From the general spirit of the letter. Have 
you not noticed it? She says that she was 
amazed to learn that the old gentleman had 
made a second will ; then she goes on to ex- 
press her hopes that such a will does not exist. 
But listen to this part of her letter : * Whatever 
the state of the case may be, you will perceive 
that it is of great importance that you should 
return to England at once, that we may toge- 
ther take measures for ascertaining the truth 
of the matter, and, in case of need, concerting 
a plan for the beat J She has put a strong dash 
under the three last words. What can she 
mean by that ? Is it not very -suspicious ?" 

" Yes, perhaps it is," answered Coiner. " I 
fear that I have done wrong in reading the 
letter." 
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" Done wrong 1" exclaimed Kihlvold, in sur- 
prise. "If you can defeat a crime, I should 
think that a kind Providence has put the letter 
into your possession. You have read the letter 
from the best motives ; if you had not read it, 
I should have done so. Is it not wonderful, my 
friend, that we should find this letter here t It 
does seem as if Providence had guided our 
footsteps hither f " 

^* I do not see what I can do in the matter. 
Can the letter change the past ?" asked Coiner, 
gloomily. 

" Dear Coiner, your mind is oppressed by the 
recollection of your wrongs. Let us not recall 
them ; let us think of the matter without con- 
sidering them. If you can defeat a crime, will 
you not labour to do so ?" 

" Yes," answered Coiner. 

" Well, then," continued Kihlvold, " to me it 
seems that a crime has, at all events, been 
meditated. It remains for us to ascertain if it 
has actually been committed. You know the 
father of the children, this Mr. Serrall — why 
not send this letter straight to him, and let Him 
work out its meaning?" 
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" The letter is not mine," objected Coiner. 

" My dear Coiner," replied Kihlvold, warmly, 
" that has nothing to do with it. If you have 
any scruples in sending it to him, give me his 
address, and let me send it." 

" I am not positive that I know Mr. Serrall, 
although I have good reasons for supposing 
that I do," said Coiner. Thereupon he detailed 
to Kihlvold his reasons for believing that Mr. 
Serrall was identical with Mr. Williams. 

"Well," answered Kihlvold, "that can be ar- 
ranged easily enough. Send the letter to some- 
body you know in England, and request him to 
ascertain from your friend if he is the person 
interested in it." 

" But I fear that I have done wrong in read- 
ing a letter that was never intended for my 
perusal," objected Coiner again. 

" Do not think so," begged Kihlvold. « Be- 
lieve me that you are fated to overthrow a 
plot. Who knows what revelations this may 
lead to ? It is your duty to defeat a crime, if 
you can do so. If you won't send the letter, 
give me Mr. Serrall's address, and let me send 
it!" 
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" I should prefer sending it to a friend first," 
said Coiner. 

" Then do so, my dear fellow, at once. Let 
us lose no time. Here, Lars — wake up, man I 
Tmly you snore, even as a pig I Bring to us 
paper and ink. When goes a boat to Skjaervo, 
or any other place where the steamers touch ?" 

"I shall take fish to Skjaervo to-morrow 
morning, betimes," answered Lars, yawning. 

" That will do," said Kihlvold. " The steamer 
cannot get to Skjaervo before to-morrow night, 
on her way back from Hararaerfest. Now, Coi- 
ner, my friend, sit down and write." 

Accordingly Coiner seated himself, and 
indited an epistle to Longley, begging him to 
communicate with Mr. Williams upon the sub- 
ject of his strange discovery. In his letter he 
enclosed Mrs. Coulter's, and then, having sealed 
his packet carefully, he entrusted it to Lars 
Petersen, who promised to deliver it to one who 
would ensure its being delivered on board the 
southern-bound steamer. 

By rare chance. Coiners epistle reached its 
destination within eight days of its arrival at 
Skjaervo. The worthy Lars Petersen had found 
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a steamer, boundfor Hull, from Hammerf est, lying 
off Skjservo, for water, and he had given the 
packet to one of the oflBcers, by whom it was 
posted in Hull within a few hours after his 
vessel had entered the docks. Longley was 
away from Oxford when the letter reached St. 
Kenelm's, but it was forwarded to him immedi- 
ately at Kenilworth, where he was spending the 
vacation with his friend Haller. 

On the morning after their arrival at Skorpo, 
Coiner and Kihlvold proceeded to Kvsenerdal. 
Taking a Lapp with them as guide, they struck 
boldly into the wilds of Nordland, in search of 
the bears that had been ravaging the district of 
the Kvsener. 
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CHAPTER III. 

A GOUTY SUBJECT. 

npHE father of our friend Haller was a victim 
^ to that terrible enemy of elderly gentle- 
men of the port-wine school, the gout. At the 
best of times Mr. Haller was a surly old fellow, 
whose greatest amusement consisted in entrap- 
ping others in their speech— a form of pleasure 
engendered, perhaps, by his very successful 
career as a solicitor. It was his boast that he 
was a self-made man, and, in a certain sense, 
this boast was true. The youngest son of a 
large family, he had been articled to a solicitor 
in his youth, had worked hard at his profession, 
and, finally, been taken into partnership by his 
principal, upon his marriage with his principal's 
daughter. Those who had known him before 
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his marriage declared that he lost his good- 

m 

temper with his celibacy. A slight mistake had 
soured the milk of human kindness which, pre- 
vious to the celebration of his nuptials, had 
been his. His principal had two daughters, the 
one a maiden of twenty Summers, amiable but 
plain ; the other, a wilful, pretty girl of seven- 
teen. The pupil had fallen in love with the 
latter ; great, therefore, was his joy when, one 
fine morning, the father of his beloved proposed 
that he should marry his daughter and become 
a partner in his practice. Circumstances were 
sadly against the pupil, and some time elapsed 
before he discovered that he was engaged to 
the elder girl. Matters had then gone too far 
for him to explain the mistake under which he 
had been labouring, and to retreat; it would 
have been his ruin had he offended his patron ; 
besides, it was the announcement that the 
younger girl was engaged to somebody else 
which opened his eyes to the horrible mistake that 
had been made. What could he do f He held 
his tongue and married the elder girl. She 
made him a most excellent wife, and bore unto 
him four children — one boy and three girls. He 
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was taken into partnership by his principal, and, 
in the course of time, became sole owner of one of 
the most lucrative practices in Birmingham. He 
had gained a fortune, but he had lost his temper. 
That was a sad calamity, but as long as he could 
vent his ill-humour upon others, it did not aflFect 
his wife and family to any great extent. But, 
alas, for them I there came the gout, and Mr. 
Haller could no longer make his daily journeys 
to Birmingham. Surely more earnest prayers 
than those of his family for the restoration of 
his health were never offered up I He had for 
a time staved off the attack of gout by means 
of violent remedies; but at last the gout re- 
fused to be staved off any longer. For four 
months Mr. Haller was confined to the house* 
by his implacable enemy, to the unutterable 
sorrow of all around him. It was at the earnest 
entreaty of Punch that Longley was spending 
his Easter vacation at Eenilworth, in the 
hope that his presence might restrain the angry 
passions of the gouty solicitor. 

The Hallers were at lunch. Mr. Haller had 
been wheeled up to the table, and was there 
sitting, looking very hot and very angry. He 
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had been put out that morning; he had been 
insulted by one whom he had tried to insult. 
A speculator from Birmingham had paid him a 
visit in the hope of inducing him to join some 
new company that was forming. Mr. Haller 
chose to regard the speculation in a very unfair 
light. 

" No, sir," he cried to his astonished visitor, 
" none of those schemes for me ; none of your 
shams and lies for me, sir I I have made my 
money fairly. I am an honest man, sir — yes, 
sir, a self-made, honest man !" 

His visitor pitied Mr. Haller for the torture 
that he saw prompted such a speech, but, con- 
scious of his own integrity, he felt indignant at 
the suspicions of the old gentleman. 

" Yes, sir," he replied* very calmly, to Mr. 
Haller's tirade, ** you are a self-made man ; 1 
know it well, sir. Thereby you have saved 
God Almighty from a very grave responsibility, 
sir. I have the pleasure — believe me, sir, that 
it is a very great pleasure — of wishing you good 
morning." 

Mrs. Haller and two of the girls were striving 
to propitiate the old gentleman by hovering 
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perform their duties t Edward, ring the bell/' 

" I thought, dear," mildly observed Mrs. flal- 
ler, " that you did not -wish the servants to re- 
main in the room during lunch t If you remem- 
ber, yon sent them away yourself just now." 

" Am I to be dictated to in my own house I" 
inquired Mr. Haller, angrily. " I presume that 
I may do what I like with my own servants — 
may! not?" 

** Oh I certainly, dear ; but I thought " 

^' Then don't think again. Mason,'' continued 
Mr. Haller, addressing a servant, who entered 
the room, " stay here ; don't leave the room. 
Take this stuff away ; who made the dressing t 
— a good salad spoilt — yes, 'pon my word, it's 
disgraceful ; I never can get anything fit to eat 
in this house." 

"Shall you go out to-day, Mr. HaUer?" asked 
Longley. " It is a lovely day. No fear of rain, 
I think." 

" Then you're mistaken," replied Mr. Haller. 
" It will rain all the afternoon." 

" Oh ! I hope not !" cried Edith, the youngest 
girl, " for we are going for a drive to Stone- 
leigh." 
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" Which of you is going, my dear f inquired 
her mother. 

^^ Julia and I, mamma/' answered Edith. 
" We can take papa with us, if he will come." 

" I go to Stoneleigh 1" exclaimed her father. 
" I had rather go to Jericho. What you want to 
go trapesing about the country for, I don't know. 
Why can't you stop at home I" 

'* I should like you to go over to Leamington, 
to pay some calls," said Mrs. Haller to her 
daughters. 

" Oh 1 yes," cried Mr. flaller ; " pray encour- 
age them to go about. Shouldn't you like them 
to go to the Land's End ?" 

" The weather has been so fine lately," ob- 
served Longley, ** that one will soon be able 
to play croquet. I believe that my aunt is me- 
ditating a garden party." 

" A garden party in April I" exclaimed Mr. 
Haller. 

"Consider the fineness of the weather," said 
Longley. 

"None of my children shall go to garden 
parties before June," declared Mr. Haller in a 
tone of determination. 

E 2 
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''Oh I papa dear!" protested his daughters, 
in chorus. 

^' We had garden-parties enough last year," 
said Mr. Haller, eyeing his son severely. '' I'm 
not going to be humbugged again." 

** But, dear," urged his wife, " should the wea- 
ther be fine " 

" Don't talk to me 1" cried her husband. " I 
have said that they shan't go, and I mean it." 

'^ Shall we two walk over to Leamington, old 
man ?" said Haller to Longley. 

" Mr. Longley might prefer to drive over with 
the girls," suggested Mrs. Haller, who had cer- 
tain maternal reasons for wishing him to do so. 

"I thought that you wanted me to go," 
growled her husband. "You women never 
know what you want. Mason, go and tell Tho- 
mas to put my cushions into the barouche. I 
shall drive over to Leamington alone, if you 
can't make up your minds as to which of you 
are to go with me." 

** But it may rain," observed Longley. 
.• "No, it won't, the weather is settled," declar- 
ed Mr. Haller. 

Edith and Julia professed extreme gratifica- 
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tion at their papa's determination to accompany 
them to Leamington. How pleasant the drive 
would be ! But should they be selfish ? No. 
Each girl generously endeavoured to give up 
her seat to Maria. Maria refused to avail herself 
of their generosity. 

Mason entered the room, bearing upon a 
salver the letters which had come by the mid- 
day post. 

" A letter for you, Mr. Longley," said Mrs^ 
Haller, handing one to that gentleman. 

" By Jove 1" exclaimed Longley to Haller, " it 
is from Coiner. Can he be in England ? It 
bears the Hull postmark." 

" I trust that he may have returned," said 
Haller. ^^ Be quick, old man, and see what it 
is about." 

" There is an enclosure inside it," said Long- 
ley. " Why, what can this be about ?" and he 
hastily perused the letter which Coiner had 
written to him. " Here, Punch, read that 1" he 
exclaimed, when he had finished its perusal. 

" If you two have any secrets to discuss, don't 
you think that you had better discuss them 
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somewhere else?" asked Mr. Haller, in atone 
the reverse of amiable. 

" There is no secret in the letter, Mr. Haller/' 
said Longley. ^* It is from our friend Coiner, of 
whom you have heard." 

" What, that scrapegrace who ran away from 
home T" cried Mr. Haller. " He's found his mis- 
take out, hasn't he? He wants to come home 
again, doesn't he ? If he were son of mine, I 
should never forgive him — no, never 1" 

**I do not think that you know Coiner's 
motive in leaving England," observed Longley. 

" I don't care what his motive was," ex- 
claimed Mr. Haller. '^ What has become of him ? 
Is he coming back again ?" 

" I grieve to say that he is not," said Long- 
ley. " This letter refers to quite another matter. 
Bead the letter to your father, old man, whilst 
I see what is in the enclosure." 

Accordingly, Haller read the following aloud : 

" Skorpo, April 5th, 1869. 

" My dear Longley, 

•* I received with much thankfulness 
the long and interesting letter that you and 
Haller sent me at Tromsd. It was very kind of 
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you to write so soon in reply to me. This 
letter, however, is not an answer to yours. I 
feel too much out of sorts to write about my- 
8el£ I must briefly tell you of a very curious 
discovery that I have made here, and ask you 
to help me in clearing up a certain suspicious 
circumstance. 

^I enclose a letter that has come into my 
possession this evening. It was written by the 
aunt of Miss Williams to her two sons, who were 
out here last Summer. Read it carefully, and 
notice the following points : 

" 1. That a brother of Mrs. Coulter had made 
a will, leaving his money to two children of the 
name of Serrall. 

" 2. That this will was evidently prejudicial 
to the interests of Mrs. Coulter and her sons. 

"Now, Mr. Williams believed that a brother 
of Mrs. Coulter made a will, leaving his property 
to his two children. 

" I have reason to suppose that Williams is 
an assumed name — that Serrall is the real name 
of Miss Williams' father. Furthermore, that the 
Serralls are relations of mine — upon my mother's 
side of the family. 
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"Mr. Williams suspects that, by some foul 
means or other, the will that was made in 
favour of his children has been suppressed, or, 
perhaps, destroyed. Supposing thjat the will in 
which he is interested is the one to which Mrs. 
Coulter refers, there seems to be reason for sus-^ 
pecting that it has been suppressed by the 
Coulters. You will observe that Mrs. Coulter 
recalled her sons to England for the purpose of 
concerting some plan, in the event of a certain 
will being discovered. Mr. Williams has a very 
bad opinion of that lady — he has even told me 
that he thinks her capable of defrauding his 
children of their inheritance. To say the least, 
this letter seems to show that his suspicions 
were not altogether unfounded. You will 
doubtless think, as I do, that in spite of her 
fulsome expressions of sorrow and resignation, 
the writer was evidently determined to secure 
the fortune for herself and her sons, could she 
do so. 

"I may be mistaken in supposing that Mr. 
Williams is the Mr. Serrall to whom the letter 
refers. I shall be extremely obliged to you if 
you will call upon Mr. Williams, and ascertain 
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from him if I am right in my belief that his 
present name is an assumed one. Should my 
belief be correct, give him Mrs, Coulter's letter. 
It may aid him in his endeavours to discover 
the will which was made in favour of his 
children. Should I be wrong in supposing that 
his name is Serrall, keep the letter. Call upon 
him yourself. I shall anxiously expect to hear 
the result of your visit. Perhaps you may learn 
news of some one. Should it be good — I mean, 
should you learn that she is well and happy, tell 
me. I pray that she may be. 

" I shall write to you again shortly. I am 
about to undertake an expedition into the 
interior, afker some bears. I expect to be in 
Tromso again in about a month's time. Write 
to me, therefore, there. Give my best remem- 
brances to dear old Punch ; and believe me, 
dear Longley, to be ever yours, 

** Herbert Colner." 

" Dear me," said Mrs. Haller, when her son 
had finished reading this letter, ** what a very 
curious thing ! Who are the people to whom . 
your friend refers, Edward ?" 
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'* What has that to do with you ?" asked her 
husband. " Don't be inquisitive. What Serrall 
does this fellow speak of? Does he mean any 
relation of Sir William Serrall ?" 

" Really, father, I don't know," answered his 
son. 

"Of course you don't," growled. his father. 
" 1 should like to know what you do know. 
He talks of a Mr. Serrall as being a relation of 
his. Who is he ? — do you know, Mr. Longley ?" 

" I have no idea," replied Longley, laying 
down Mrs. Coulter's letter which he had just 
read. " I have never heard Coiner speak of any 
relation of the name of Serrall." 

" Why did Mr. Coiner leave England, Mr. 
Longley I" asked Maria, curious to leaiii who 
the some one was to whom Coiner had referred. 

" It is a long story ; you must get your bro- 
ther to tell you," answered Longley, evasively. 

" Serrall, my dear," said Mrs. Haller to her 
husband, " did not Mr. Coiner's father marry a 
Miss Serrall !" 

*'You women can remember marriages, if 
you can remember nothing else," growled Mr. 
Haller. " Yes ; he married the only daughter 
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of Sir Henry Serrall. She took all the property 
with her. The baronetcy went to a clergyman, 
who died in. prison, I think." 

" How awful I" exclaimed Mrs. Haller. 

'*What do you mean by that!" asked her 
husband, angrily. " There's nothing awful about 
it. Many a good man has died in prison." 

" I meant, my dear," explained Mrs. Haller, 
humbly, ** that it was awful that he should 
die." 

" Mustn't everyone die ?" demanded Mr. 
Haller, severely. " Do you think that the man 
should have lived for ever ? Don't talk like a 
fool." 

" Did the clergyman leave any family t" asked 
Longley, wishing to avert Mr. Haller's wrath 
from his wife. 

** He had a son," answered Mr. Haller. " He 
is alive still, and he has children, who will be 
well off one of these days, if they live long 
enough." 

"Are there any other branches of the 
family ?" 

" Not that I know of," replied the solicitor. 
** What is that other letter about ?" 



60 THE THREE OXONIANS. 

Longley replied by reading Mrs. Coulter's 
epistle. 

"Ah I*' muttered Mr. Haller, afler learning 
its contents. "Yes, I agree with the fellow 
that there is something suspicious about this 
letter. •* What was the uncle's name t" 

" I do not remember," said Longley, 

•* You young men can never remember any- 
thing that doesn't concern yourselves," amiably 
observed Mr. Haller. 

** Oh, my dear I" remonstrated his wife. 

•* Who spoke to yout" roared Mr. Haller, who 
was at that moment suffering from a severe 
twinge of gout. 

** Nobody, my dear," answered his wife, apo- 
logetically. 

** Then keep your comments to yourself," re- 
quested her husband. "Oh, this foot!— oh I 
bow it burns I Now, then, what do you stand 
still staring at me for ? Has heaven given you 
no brains? Have you no legs? Can't you 
suggest something ?— can't you do something ? 
OLordI OLordr 

For a few minutes Mr. Haller moaned on, 
without anybody venturing a remark ; then the 
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iwiuge passed off, and he became once more 
comparatively calm. 

^' Excuse ine, Mr. Longley/' he said at last. 
^' This confounded gout of mine seems to be 
getting worse. You must forgive me, but 
really the idiocy of my wife would provoke a 
saint." 

" What can I get for you, dear I" asked his 
wife, timidly. 

" What can you get for me f " repeated her 
husband, sarcastically. ^' That is just what I 
want to know. You can get nothing for me ; 
oh dear, no I Heaven has given you no more 
brains than a sheep possesses, if so much." 

" Do you know the baronet of whom you have 
just been speaking?" inquired Longley, anxious 
to turn the thoughts of the sufferer into another 
channel. 

"What, Sir William Serrall? No, I don't 
know him. I know of him, though, for I made 
a will in favour of his children last Summer." 

" Sir William Serrall's will f " asked his 
son. 

" How could 1 make a man's will without 
knowing the man ?" sneered Mr. Hallen " No ; 
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it was the will of a Mr. Wilson, who bequeathed 
his property to Serrall's children." 

" Were these children daughters ?" demanded 
Longley, eagerly. 

•* Yes ; do you know them ? The elder girl 
will be a rare catch for some young fellow one 
of these days." 

" Do you know their names I" asked Longley, 
anxiously. 

"No, I've forgotten. I can't remember all 
the names that I hear ; more especially when I'm 
suffering from this confounded gout. What do 
you want to know for I" 

" Pardon me for an instant," cried Longley. 
" Was the name of one Lottie, and of the other 
Mary !" 

" Mary was the name of the younger girl, I 
think," replied Mr. Haller ; " but I can't remem- 
ber the other's." 

^* Perhaps it was Charlotte," suggested his 
son. 

" Perhaps it was Jack the Giant -Killer," re- 
plied his father, scowling at him. " What should 
you know about it f " 

" Are you certain that it was neither Lottie 
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nor Charlotte?" asked Longley, in a voice that 
betrayed much anxiety. 

" No, I'm not certain ; one should never be 
certain of anything now-a-days," answered Mr. 
Haller. 

" Can you ascertain, without troubling your- 
self too much ?" asked Longley, impatiently. 

"What do you want to know for?" inquired 
the solicitor, looking at Longley suspiciously. 

" I have an idea that these two children may 
be the children mentioned in this letter. I may 
be wrong, but, pray tell me their names if you 
can. The elder of the children I mean is named 
Lottie, the other Mary." 

^' Ah, indeed," exclaimed Mr. Haller, feeling 
interested in the matter. '• We can soon see. 
Go to my study, Edward ; look upon the third 
shelf of the book-case, you will see a large note- 
book with a red back, dated ou the cover, 1868. 
Bring it to me ; don't be gone all day." 

It needed no such admonition to quicken 
Haller's steps. He rushed out of the room, 
slamming the door to so loudly that Mr. Haller 
declared that his son wished to shake the house 
down. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



THE MISSING WILL. 



'^ FT will, indeed, be curious, should these 

-*■ children be the ones you mean, Mr. Long- 
lev," observed Mrs. Haller. Her husband 
snapped her up at once. 

** Curious, do you say I It won't be at all curi- 
ous. There is nothing curious in this world, but 
woman ; she's curious enough in all conscience I" 

'^ There are certain circumstances that seem 
to be against my hopes," said Longley. " Was 
this Mr. Wilson an uncle of the children to 
whom he left his fortune I" 

" To the best of my belief, he was," answered 
Mr. Haller. 

" That is a strong point in fiivour of my sup- 
position, then," exclaimed Longley, joyfully. 
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" But there is another thing to be considered. 
The uncle of the children, to whom Coiner's let- 
ter refers, died last October. From what you 

* 

say, it seems that the Mr. Wilson, whose will 
you made, is still alive/' 

" He may be alive or dead, for all I know," 
said Mr. Haller. " He was a perfect stranger to 
me, and I have not heard of him since I made 
his will ; that was some time last Summer ; 
July or August, I think. Now then, I wish that 
you would open the door carefully," he exclaim- 
ed, turning round to his son, who had just burst 
into the room; "one would think from your 
manner that you were a plough-boy, or a coal- 
heaver." 

*' Is this the book, father I" asked Haller, pre- 
senting a large note-book to his parent. 

" Can't you see that it is I" growled his father. 
*' Do you think that I am in the habit of writing 
1868 upon the covers of all my books ? That's 
right ; give it to me upside down. Now let me 
see. What do you all want to crowd round me 
for ? Go away ; do you want to stifle me ?" 

Longley and the others retreated to a respect- 
ful distance from Mr. Haller's chair, and the 

VOL. III. F 
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gouty old fellow, muttering something about 
foola and fresh air, turned over the pages of his 
note-book. At last he paused 

" Ah, here it is ; yes, just as I thought." 

" What f " demanded several voices eagerly. 

'' A mistake that a confounded clerk made. 
Never mind, I corrected it in my other books," 
and again the solicitor proceeded to turn over the 
leaves. Again he paused. 

" Ah, yes I" he muttered, " this is it." 

" The will?" asked a chorus of voices. 

" What else should I mean I" snarled Mr. 
Haller. " Yes, you were right, Mr. Longley. 
This is an entry made on the twenty-fifth of 
July last year : ' Executed Will of Henry Wil- 
son, Esq., of Langstone House, Bayswater.'" 

" That is the address from which the letter 
that Coiner has sent to us is dated I" exclaimed 
Haller, who held Mrs. Coulter's letter in his 
hand. 

*' Am I to read this entry or not I" demanded 
his father, angrily. "If you wish me to do so, 
hold your tongue, and do not interrupt me." 

Haller begged his father's pardon for having 
interrupted him, and the solicitor continued — 
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" * Residuary legatee, his niece Lottie, daugh- 
ter of Sir William Serrall, Bart. Legacies to 
Mary (second daughter of the aforesaid Baronet), 
Mrs. Harriet Martin, Mrs. Emily Coulter, Mr. 
Ralph Coulter, Mr. Frederick Coulter, and ser- 
vants. Trustees, Sir William Serrall and Mr. 
John Smith, isolicitor. Specifications to be 
sent.'" 

" Longley, old fellow, embrace me 1" cried 
Haller, hugging his friend, and dragging him 
round the room in a wild dance, to the intense 
amusement of the girls, and the disgust of their 
father, who roared out to his son a command 
that he should be quiet, and not make a bigger 
idiot of himself than he actually was. 

" Dancing about like a lunatic I" growled Mr. 
Haller, as his son desisted from his performance. 
" What has this to do with you f What reason 
have you for capering about like a Merry 
Andrew ?" 

^* I am so glad to think that we shall score 
over these people 1" said Haller to Longley. 

" I wish that our discovery could benefit poor 
old Tommy," observed Longley, sadly. " I fear 
that it can't do that." 

F 2 
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" What is the matter with your friend T" asked 
Mrs. Haller. 

"There can be no harm in our telling my 
mother about it, can there ?" said Haller. " You 
explain, Longley." 

" He was in love with a girl — ^this Miss Lottie 
Serrall — he was even engaged to her. She 
betrayed him, and ran away with some other 
man." 

*'0h I impossible I" cried Julia and Edith. 

" 1 regret to say that she did so," answered 
Longley. 

" What I run away with some one else, when 
she was engaged to him — that handsome man 
in Edward's album t I cannot believe it. No 
girl could have behaved so basely," declared 
Edith. Her sisters were likewise loud in their 
assertion that no girl could have acted in so base 
a manner. 

" A precious lot you know about itl" growled 
Mr. Haller. "There is no woman alive who 
wouldn't do such a thing, if she got the chance. 
Nothing that a woman does ever surprises 
me. There's your mother — I shouldn't be the 
least surprised to hiear, some fine morning, 
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that she had run away with a chimney-sweep I" 

"Oh 1 my dear," remonstrated his wife, in 
horror. 

" There's no knowing what a woman isn't 
capable of. She does not know herself. Oh I 
no ; she is as changeable as a weathercock. And 
was this the cause of your friend's leaving Eng- 
land, in opposition to his father's wishes I" 

" Yes," answered Longley, curtly, not wish- 
ing to enter into any lengthy explanation of 
Coiner's affairs. "You say that you did not 
know this Mr. Wilson well. How was it, though, 
that you did not hear of his death ?" 

" Do you think that I have nothing else to do 
than look out for people's deaths I" asked Mr. 
Haller, surlily. "No one communicated the 
fact of his death to me. I did not see it in the 
Times, How should I have learnt it !" 

The death of Mr. Wilson had not been an- 
nounced in the TimeSy for the Coulters had good 
reason for wishing to keep the fact of it as quiet 
as possible. 

" This confounded gout makes me forgetful," 
continued Mr. Haller. "I remember the particu- 
lars of the case perfectly well now. One morn- 
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ing — the twenty-fifth of July, according to my 
entry — an old gentleman came to me. He had 
been recommended to me, as the best solicitor 
in Birmingham, by his hotel-keeper. He told 
me that he had fallen down in a fit the day 
before, and that the doctor, who had been called 
in to see him, had advised him to lose no time 
in making his will. He asked me to draw up a 
will at once. I asked for specification of his 
property. He replied that he could not give it 
to me before his return to London, but he in- 
formed me that his property was worth over 
four thousand a year, and consisted in land and 
houses in London and Birmingham. At his 
request I drew up a will, bequeathing every- 
thing, real and personal, of which he might be 
possessed at the time of his decease, to his 
niece Lottie, daughter of Sir William Serrall, 
subject to an annuity of six hundred pounds to 
another daughter of Sir William Serrall, and 
sundry other legacies. This will was duly 
signed and witnessed. It is at Birmingham 
now. Mr. Wilson paid me my fees, and went 
away, promising to send me a specification of 
his property, in order that I might draw up 
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another and more explicit will. Since that day 
T have neither seen nor heard of him. I should 
have written to him, had it not been for my 
gout." 

*' And you know nothing at all of Sir Wil- 
liam Serrall, beyond the fact of his being 
father of the girls mentioned in the will I" asked 
Longley. 

" No, nothing," replied the solicitor. " 1 re- 
member his father, though, and also his uncle. 
He was a client of ours when I was junior 
partner in my practice." 

" From what Coiner has told us of the father 
of these girls, it appears that he is rather badly 
off. This address, too, is not a very aristocratic 
one — Greek Street, Soho. As well as I can 
remember, it is a very poor street." 

" Sir William Serrall may have changed his 
name because of his poverty," suggested Haller. 
'* A penniless baronet would be worse off than a 
penniless Mr." 

" You think so, do you I" growled his father. 
** What do you know about it I You're always 
ready enough with your opinions, but there's 
never any wisdom in them." 
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" Do you know how it was that he became so 
poor?" asked LoDgley. 

" How should I know ?" replied Mr. Haller. 
"Perhaps Tie was never rich. His father got 
nothing but the title when his brother died. All 
the Serrall estates went by marriage to the 
family of this fellow Coiner ; I drew up the mar- 
riage settlement. Sir Henry Serrall was rich 
— he had some ten or twelve thousand a year, 
but he did not leave a penny to his brother, the 
clergyman." 

" What a shame 1" exclaimed Edith. 

" No, it wasn't," denied Mr. Haller. " A man 
has a perfect right to do what he likes with his 
own, I suppose. If I chose to leave all my 
money to a crossing-sweeper, I presume that no 
one could question my right to do so." 

**It is very strange that this affair should 
have turned out thus," observed Longley. " If 
we had known of this before, matters might 
have been so different I" 

*' If we had known — ^yes, if we had known 
the destined course of events, how much better 
we should be now I" growled Mr. Haller. " If I 
had known that, railway-shares were destined 
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to go up last week, what a fortune I might have 
made I I hate your ifs I That last observation 
of yours was not a very sensible one, Mr. 
Longley." 

" You do not know what I meant, Mr. Hal- 
ler. Coiner's family objected to his marriage 
with this girl for two reasons : because she 
was of no family, as they thought, and because 
she was poor. Had we known of the existence 
of this will before Christmas, these objections 
could not have been raised. Perhaps, after 
all, they were the cause of the poor girl's 
flight." 

" What occasion have you for thinking that !"* 
asked Mr. Haller. 

" I can imagine few things more hateful to a 
high-spirited girl than to marry into a family 
that will look down upon her." 

"This is such a mercenary age, Mr. Long- 
ley I" sighed Mrs. Haller. 

"What do you know about it?" demanded 
Mr. Haller. " You women are so preciously 
apt to judge others by yourselves. Because 
you are the quintessence of all that is mer- 
cenary, is that any reason that you should sus- 
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pect others of being like yourself t Don't talk 
sach confounded nonsense !" 

" What are you going to do in this affair, old 
man f " Haller inquired of Longley. 

" I ought to go up to London at once and see 
Sir William Serrall," answered Longley. 

" Try to induce the governor to let me go 
with you," whispered Haller to his friend. 

" I am sure, Mr. Haller, that Si?-William Ser- 
rall will feel deeply indebted to you for your 
kindness in this matter," said Longley. " But 
for you, he could never have known of the 
existence of this will." 

" Indebted ! — not he ! " cried Mr. Haller. 
*' I've lived too long to believe in anything like 
gratitude." 

" Oh 1 my dear I" protested his wife, in tones of 
mild remonstrance. 

" You know that what I say is true," declared 
Mr. Haller. " Where am I to find gratitude, eh ! 
Tell me that. Not from you, I'll be sworn." 

" Do you not think, Mr. Haller," said Long- 
ley, interrupting the gouty solicitor, " that it 
might be well for us to take a copy of this will 
with us to London f " 
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" With us ? — whom do you mean t I am not 
going to London ; there is no need that I should 
do so." 

" I'm sorry to hear that," declared Longley, 
hypocritically. " You could have explained 
matters so much better than I shall be able to do. 
Do change your mind and accompany me, Mr. 
Haller. The change will do you good. Ed- 
ward will remain here and take care of the 
ladies ; he can take them over to my aunt's 
garden-party." 

" He take care of them I — he couldn't take 
care of an old jackass, much less a lot of 
women I No, I shall stay here myself, and take 
precious good care that they don't go to any 
garden-parties. Oh dear, no ! — none of that for 
them." 

" I should have liked Edward to go with me 
to London," continued Longley, winking at his 
friend. " He knows the circumstances of this 
case so much better than I do ; Coiner confided 
everything to him. But I mustn't take him. 
You, at least, old man, must go to my aunt's 
garden-party." 

" He shan't go to anything of the kind," de- 
clared Mr. Haller. 
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"Oh! my dear father!" exclaimed Haller, 
" pray do not say that ! I have half-promised 
to go. It will not be a late afiFair." 

" Late or early, it's all the same to me," said 
Mr. Haller ; *' if you have half-promised to go, 
you'll have wholly to refuse — so that's flat ! If 
I were in your place, I should be only too 
anxious to serve a friend; but you, instead of 
wishing to do your duty, want to run about to 
garden-parties ! 'Pon my soul, I am disgusted 
with you !" 

** It would certainly be a kind and friendly 
act, were he to accompany me to town ; but 
then my aunt will be sadly disappointed if she 
has not the pleasure of seeing him at her 
garden-party." 

" Well, Edward," demanded the solicitor, 
sternly, " what do you wish to do ?" 

" I do not wish to disappoint Mrs. Longley," 
answered Haller, knowing full well that his 
father wished to know his desire solely for the 
purpose of balking it. 

*' There, what did I say I" cried Mr. Haller. 
"He has no more sentiment of friendship in 
him than a stone has ! But he shan't go to this 
party — oh, no 1" 
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" I wish that you would come to town with 
me," said Longley to his friend. " You can be 
of service to me, and, perhaps, to poor old 
Tommy. Do come ; consider that it is your 
father's desire that you should.'* , 

** Oh 1 don't talk to him of what I wish," said 
Mr. Haller, sarcastically. *' His greatest pleasure 
consists in disobeying me. Ask him to do 
what I don't wish, and he'll do it readily enough, 
I warrant you." 

" I should have liked to stay here until my 
return to Oxford," said Haller, ** but if my 
father thinks that I should go to town, I am 
willing to do so." 

"There is a good boy," replied Longley, 
hastily, lest Mr. Haller should alter his mind 
and declare that his son should not go to Lon- 
don. '* No time is to be lost ; do you not agree 
with me, Mr. Haller?" 

"You should never do things in a hurry," 
answered Mr. Haller. " You'll have to get a 
copy of the will made, for it won't do to let you 
take the original to London." 

" Shall we go over to Birmingham for it Y* 
asked his son. 
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•'Do you think that Birmingham will come 
over here?" snarled Mr. Haller. "Ton my 
soul, you're a bright specimen of a University 
man ; St. Kenelm's ought to be proud of you. 
Of course you must go to Birmingham for it." 

"We might go over there this afternoon," 
suggested Longley. " We could go on to Lon- 
don by the night mail." 

" Oh I no, Mr. Longley, that cannot be !" 
cried Mrs. Haller. " We have some friends 
coming to dine here to-night, and we really can- 
not spare you and Edward." 

" That's right," exclaimed her husband. " Pray 
think of nothing but feasting and dressing. 
Ohl dear, yes; your mind is incapable of 
greater efifort. Any woman with a grain of 
affection in her nature would have chosen some 
other time than when her husband was ill and 
suffering, to give a dinner-party." 

"But you forget, dear," mildly urged his 
wife, " that you wished me to ask those people 
to dinner." 

" You'll accuse me of wishing to have the 
gout next," retorted her husband, angrily. 
" Did I wish you to ask them for to-day ? Ton 
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my soul, I never knew such a woman ! If she 
can do a thing at the wrong minute, she's sure 
to do it." 

** Shall I write and put them off, dear ?" asked 
his wife. " Or shall the girls go round in the 
carriage, and explain that you are worse I" 

"I'm not worse," denied Mr. Haller, vehe- 
mently. 

" Well, then, dear, they may explain that you 
are too unwell to receive company to-night." 

" Oh I yes, you wish me to offend my friends, 
don't you ? You wish me to lose every friend 
I have, do you not? No, you shall not send 
excuses. Let the people come, and if I drop 
dead from my chair at dinner, you'll have the 
pleasure of knowing that you've killed me at 
last." 

" We can go over to Birmingham by the 
three o'clock train, Mrs. Haller," said Longley. 
" That will give us time to get back in time for 
dinner. We can go up to London to-morrow 
morning." 

" Do you think that you have sense enough 
to explain to Mr. Muggins what you want t" 
asked Mr. Haller, addressing his son. 
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Mr. Muggins was a gentleman whom Mr. 
Haller had taken into partnership with him. 

" I hope so," replied his son. 

" You hope so, do you I" growled his father. 
" You can't say that you think so. But you, 
Mr. Longley, will be able to explain matters to 
him." 

" The carriage is at the door, sir," announced 
Mason. 

'* Is it I" grunted Mr. Haller. " Now then, you 
girls, get your things on. I shall not wait for 
you. Wheel me out into the hall. Mason." 

The gouty old fellow was accordingly wheeled 
out. His son and Longley assisted him into 
the carriage. 

** Get in, Mr. Longley. Now then, Edward, 
cannot you get in f Drive to the railway sta- 
tion, James. I shall not wait for the girls." 

" But here they are," cried Longley, as Julia 
and Edith made their appearance on the hall 
steps, equipped for the drive. 

"Never mind them," exclaimed Mr. Haller. 
" It will teach them not to dawdle over their 
confounded toilette. Drive on, James." 

James drew his whip lightly across the backs 
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of his horses, and the carriage rolled off, to the 
unspeakable gratification of the two girls, who 
had looked forward to their drive with feelings 
the reverse of pleasant. 
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CHAPTER V. 



FICKLE FORTUNE. 



"ITATTERS had fared but badly with Mr. 
Hx Williams since last we saw him. All his 
efforts to obtain tidings of his missing daughter 
had been in vain — ^nothing had transpired to 
throw the least light upon her fate. The little 
stock of money that Mr. Williams had saved up 
against a rainy day had melted away ; with it, 
too, had gone the hundred pounds advanced by 
Mrs. Martin for the prosecution of the search for 
Lottie. Most of that sum Mr. Williams had 
expended in the endeavour to discover his 
daughter ; with the rest of it he had warded off 
the day of want from Polly and himself. That 
black day was, however, looming near. Mr. 
Williams was two months in arrears with his 
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rent, and his landlady was beginning to look 
upon her gentleman-lodger with the eye of 
suspicion. For the sake of Miss Polly, Mrs. 
Robinson had hitherto forborne to press Mr. 
Williams for the discharge of his indebtedness 
to her ; but she had been heard to express her 
determination to take the most vigorous mea- 
sures to secure payment of her rent, should her 
lodger suffer another week to elapse without 
coming to some settlement with her. Matters 
were beginning to look very black for Mr. Wil- 
liams and his daughter. To all appearance Mr. 
Williams never lost heart ; but Polly, who knew 
the exact state of her father's finances, was 
filled with the gloomiest apprehensions for the 
future. 

The two had been dining at one of the nume- 
rous restaurants to be found in the neighbour- 
hood of Soho. They had returned to their 
rooms, and Polly was taking her father to task 
for the large sum of money that he had need- 
lessly expended upon their repast. 

" My own beloved angel," Mr. Williams ex- 
claimed, in answer to her remonstrances, " why 
should I suffer you to make a bad dinner, when 

g2 
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I have it in my power to give you a good 
one r 

" Yes, pa, that's very kind of you, and all very 
well, as far as it goes,^' replied Polly ; "but, for 
what you have paid for this dinner, we might 
have got two or three cheaper ones." 

" You prudent darling," said her father, 
fondly, '' believe me that you are mistaken. Our 
dinner, at the little restaurant where we dined, 
cost me four shillings — that is, two shillings each. 
Surely, my love, there is nothing extravagant 
in that." 

" But I could have done just as well with less," 
answered Polly. "We have had mutton, and 
potatoes and greens." 

" Do not say * greens,' my dearest love ; it is 
not a sufficiently elegant word for my sweet one 
to use. Say, rather, vegetables; or you may 
be more specific, if you like, my darling pet, and 
say ' cabbage 1'" 

" Well, then, pa, we have had mutton, and 
potatoes, and cabbage, and bread ; then we've 
had pudding, and, after all that, bread and 
cheese, to say nothing of the beer." 

" And does my darling consider such humble 
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fare to be too luxurious I" asked her father, 
smiliug. 

"We could have done with less, pa, so I 
think that you have thrown your money away. 
Now, if you had let me get four sausages, and 
some potatoes, it would have been quite enough 
for us, and it wouldn't have cost more than a 
shilling, not even counting the lard or butter." 

" What a prudent little love she is," exclaimed 
Mr. Williams, looking lovingly at her. " But, 
sweetest one, 1 should have been miserable 
had I suffered you to starve on sausages and 
potatoes. You wouldn't make your father 
miserable, would you, darling?" 

" Pa dear, you know I wouldn't," cried Polly; 
" but really you do waste your money. What 
did we want beer fori I should have satisfied 
my thirst just as well with water." 

" Would water strengthen my darling ? 
Would it do her good ? No, my angel, I could 
not suffer you to drink water." 

"You think that I'm delicate, pa, but I'm 
not," protested Polly. " I am very strong. I 
only wish that I could get some work to do. I 
am so sick of doing nothing." 
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" Hush, my love ; don't speak so excitedly," 
begged her father. 

^^ But I am, pa, and that's a fact. Here I am 
a lazy, useless creature, an expense to you, and 
a " 

" Sweetest darling," remonstrated her father, 
" you make me very unhappy by saying that. 
You're a little angel, and my only joy I What 
would your old father do without you ? Don't 
you cheer him when everybody else frowns upon 
him I Give me a kiss, my heart's treasure ! 
You are your father's idol, and you know that 
you are I Bless you, my darling love I" 

Polly kissed her father ; she clung lovingly to 
his neck. For some minutes he held her in his 
embrace ; then he gently turned her face to- 
wards him — her eyes were wet with tears. 

•' There, there, beloved one," said Mr. Wil- 
liams, very tenderly, "you must not cry, and 
make those beautiful eyes red. Now brighten 
up, my little darling, smile and look happy." 

" Ye-e-es," sobbed Polly, still clinging to her 
father. 

" Smile, then, darling ; now, come, be happy 
and bright again. What a naughty little face 
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it looks when it is crying! It is just like a little 
spoilt child's. Laugh, you darling, laugh," con- 
tinued Mr. Williams, tickling her. ^^ Ah ! that is 
right; the spoilt darling is laughing. Oh I 
what a pet she is ! Where's the finger ? Lend 
me that naughty finger. There's a picture for 
you I" 

Mr. Williams had taken Polly's fore-finger, 
and placed it upon her lips. Truly she looked 
the very picture of a wilful child, recovering 
firom an attack of naughtiness. She struggled 
to get her finger away from her father, but he 
kept it to her lips, At last Polly was forced to 
laugh. 

" There's a darling !" cried her father, releas- 
ing her. *' Now, never again let me see those 
bright eyes dimmed by tears." 

" But, pa dear, I can't help crying some- 
times," said Polly. " Whenever I think of poor 
dear Lottie ^" 

" Do not have sad thoughts of her, sweetest 
one !" said her father, interrupting her. " We 
must pray for the best, but, in the meantime, we 
must not lose heart — oh 1 no, we must be very 
brave I" 
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" Then, pa, there are ourselves. What is to 
become of us? You have no more money. 
Whatever shall we do f " 

"Don't distress yourself about that, my 
sweetest one !" begged her farther. " We shall 
get on well enough." 

" But didn't you tell me that, after paying for 
our dinner to-day, you had only two and five 
left?" asked Polly. 

" No, sweetest one," said her father, correct- 
ingly. "I told you that I had two shillings 
and fivepence left." 

" We can't live on two-and-five for ever, 
pa." 

« Two shillings and fivepence, you mean, my 
own love." 

" Well, then, two shillings and fivepence," 
pouted Polly. "We can't make that last for 
•lon^ ; and then only think of what we owe ! 
Four pounds to Mrs. Robinson ; ten pounds to 
Mr. Yard ; and there are other bills which come 
to over ten pounds. Oh I pa, whatever shall 
we do r 

" Not being endowed with the gift of pre- 
science, as I have had occasion to observe 
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before, my darling love, it is utterly impossible 
that I can tell you. Do not fret, though, my 
angel. This afternoon we shall know our 
fete." 

" How, pa dear I" inquired Polly, curiously. 

** To-day is the day for the Two Thousand, 
jny pet. Has my own darling forgotten that 
we have a very large stake depending upon the 
issue of that race ?" 

"No, pa," answered Polly, rather sadly; *'but 
I have no hope of your winning it. You never 
win, you know, dear." 

" What a precious little consoler she is I" ex- 
claimed her father, cheerfully. " Luck has been 
against us for a long time, I own, my dearest 
one. To-day, however, I hope that it will 
change. I have the best accounts of the doings 
of my horse, and, barring accidents, I think that 
he must win." 

** I hope so, dear," sighed Polly. 

" Think of this, my own love : Last night I 
went down to Tattersall's, to find out how the 
horses were going on. The Leviathan was 
there, and he offered me two hundred pounds 
if I would draw my bet." 
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" Oh ! why didn't yon accept his offer I" cried 
Polly. 

" Sweetest love^ you don't nnderatsind these 
matters. Thi^re never was such a chance as 
this before. Shonid my horse win to-day, I 
shall be able to secure a very large smn of 
money^ whatever lie result of the Derby may 
be. Should I throw away such a chance for a 
paltry two hundred pounds? No, my angeL 
I shall stand to win much, or to lose all.'' 

** But should the korse lose f* 

•* Don't indulge in gloomy anticipations, dar- 
ling pet. Should he lose^ I must do something; 
what that something is, I have not the least 
idea. There is your uncle's will to be found." 

** Uncle has been dead for six months now, 
and we have heard nothing of this wiU. I fear, 
pa, that it doesn't exist." 

'* That old Mrs. Martin has been talking to 
you, my angel. She is a well-meaning old wo- 
man, I am willing to believe, but she is, I am 
convinced, mistaken in this matter. I have 
done wrong, I think, in not advertising for 
the will. To-morrow, my darling, should I 
have the money to pay for them, I shall 
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put advertisements in three of the papers." 

" Would it not be well to put an advertise- 
ment for news of Lottie in them, tool" inquired 
Polly. 

*' The police think otherwise, my darling. 
They are convinced that, sooner or later, we 
must obtain some tidings of her. They believe 
that she is in America. There is a knock at 
the door, my love ; will you see who it is?" 

Polly smoothed her hair, and hurried oflF to 
see who the visitor might be. She soon re- 
turned by another door. 

" It is that fellow Yard, pa dear," she whis- 
pered. " What shall I do I There are two 
other men with him." 

" Dear me ! — dear me 1" sighed Mr. Williams ; 
" I should not be at all surprised if the fellow 
has brought brokers with him. Say that I am 
very unwell, my pet. If he won't go away, I 
suppose that I must see him." 

Mr. Williams hastily took off his coat, put on 
a dressing-gown, tied a handkerchief round his 
head, and seating himself in his arm-chair, com- 
posed his features into an expression of acute 

■ 

suffering. 
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** Mr. Yard says that he must see you," said 
Polly, usheriug the liueudraper into the room. 
** Do not make a noise," she added, addressing 
the unwelcjome visitor. 

Mr. Williams groaned mournfully, and tinrned 
his head round towards the linendraper. 

**Ahl that good Mr. Yard!" he exclaimed. 
" Take a seat, Mr. Yard. Excuse my rising — I 
am very unwell," 

" I have come for my money," declared Yard, 
taking up a position in front of Mr. Williams, 
but declining to seat himself. 

"Have you indeed I" answered Mr. Williams, 
feebly. " That is very strange I It was only 
this morning that I was saying to my daugh- 
ter, * How remarkably kind and considerate it is 
of that worthy Mr. Yard not to press me for 
payment of his money just now 1' Yes, I ap- 
preciate your goodness, Mr. Yard." 

"I don't know about that," replied Yard. 
** What I know is, that I want my money." 

" It is truly distressing to me to hear you say 
so," said Mr. Williams. " Unhappily, it is 
impossible that I can satisfy that want to-day. 
Will you call to-morrow, Mr. Yard t" 
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" No, I won't/' cried Yard, roughly. " You've 
put me off too many times already. I've got 
judgment against you, and there are two 
brokers outside, who'll levy a distress, if I 
am not paid, with my costs, at once." 

"Is it possible, Mr. Yard, that you could 
meditate so unkind, I may call it so im-Christian, 
an act I" 

** Yes, I can," replied Yard ; " and it ain't un- 
kind for a man to want his own. I'm tired of 
waiting for my money." 

" Believe me, my good Mr. Yard," said Mr. 
Williams, rising, '^ that it is impossible for you 
to regret having me for a creditor more than I 
regret being in your debt. If you will wait 
until to-morrow, I promise you that you shall 
be paid." 

" I've waited too long already," said Yard. 
«Wm you pay me now or not r 

" I will give you a bill for your money, if no- 
thing else will satisfy you," said Mr. Williams, 
haughtily. 

" That won't do for me," answered the linen- 
draper, with a coarse laugh. *' Will you pay 
me my money now or not?" 
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"My good Mr. Yard," said Mr. Williams, 
driven to extremity, " I am convinced that it is 
far from your wish to inconvenience me. If 
you will come to me to-morrow morning, I 
will pay you your debt and costs in full." 

" I ain't got time to run about after you 1" 
cried Yard. "You've been deceiving me all 
along, talking of fortunes, and giving yourself 
the airs of a gentleman, when you ain't got a 
penny to bless yourself with." 

" Really, Mr. Yard, this language is as extra- 
ordinary as it is unjustifiable I" exclaimed Mr. 
Williams. 

" I don't care what it is," retorted the linen- 
draper, going to the door and opening it. 
"Here, you fellows, come in. Take your in- 
ventory, and mind that you seize enough to 
pay my claims in full." 

Two coarse-looking men slouched into the 
room; they were followed by Mrs. Robinson, 
and several other creditors of Mr. Williams, 
attracted by the report that brokers were in 
his rooms. Loud was the altercation that en- 
sued, each abusing the other, and asserting that 
if an execution were to be levied, it was but fair 
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that all to whom Mr. Williams owed money 
should come in for their share of the proceeds. 
Mr. Williams resumed his coat, fearing lest it 
might be taken from him, and standing by the 
fireplace, surveyed the crowd of angry disput- 
ants with a look of calm indiflference that he 
was far from feeling. Poor Polly had seated 
herself upon a window-seat, and was sobbing 
bitterly. 

" Where's the four pounds that you owe me 
for rent ? — and me a widow with five children !" 
exclaimed Mrs. Robinson, leaving Yard, whom 
she had been abusing, and turning upon Mr. 
Williams. 

" My good madam," answered her lodger, " I 
should pay you to-morrow morning, if it were 
not for Mr. Yard." 

"Will you pay me — and me — and me?" cla- 
moured several creditors, pressing round Mr. 
Williams. 

" With the greatest pleasure," answered that 
gentleman. " I should pay you all, were it not 
for Mr. Yard." 

" Let's turn Yard out," suggested one. 

" Yes, let's," answered a second. 
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" We've as much right to the things as he 
has," cried a third. 

"Yes, out with himl" clamoured several 
others. 

'* Try it on," said Yard, scowling. " I've got 
my execution, and I'll levy it. Let any one of 
you lay a finger on me, and Fll make you smart 
for it. Here, lay hold of the pianner, my men ; 
let's get that out first." 

In the midst of the hubbub came a loud 
double-knock at the outer door. Nobody an- 
swered it. It was repeated. Polly, still sob- 
bing, went to see who was there; she came 
rushing back, pale and trembUng. 

" Oh I pa," she cried, seizing her fietther's arm, 
" two gentlemen want you. They must have 
come about Lottie. Come and see them." And 
taking her feither's arm, she almost pulled him 
out of the room, scarcely giving him time to 
take the handkerchief off his head. 

The disputants ceased from their clamour, 
and stood eagerly listening to what passed be- 
tween Mr. Williams and his visitors. 

« Mr. Williams, I presume," said one of the 
new-comerS} bowing to Polly's father. 
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*'I am," answered Mr. Williams, looking 
sternly at those whom he imagined to be con- 
cerned in the abduction of his daughter. 

" We have news for you," continued his visi- 
tor. " Permit me to give you our cards. My 
name is Longley ; this is my friend, Mr. Haller." 

Polly's impatience could not brook the for- 
mality of this introduction. As her father was 
looking at the cards, she exclaimed, 

" You have news of my sister 1 Oh I tell me 
of her. Is she well ? Where is she ?" 

Longley shook his head gravely. 

" My news does not concern your sister," he 
said — " at least, I have no knowledge of where 
she is. I would that I could tell you." 

" You are St. Kenelm's men, I perceive," said 
Mr. Williams — " friends of Mr. Coiner, of course. 
I must apologise to you for this reception. The 
brokers are in my rooms." 

" The brokers !" exclaimed Longley and Hal- 
ler. 

**Yes," answered Mr. Williams, forcing a 

smile. " By chance, some creditors have come 

upon me at a moment when I am unable to pay 

them. They are seizing my furniture. Let 

VOL III. H 
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that be my excuse for not asking you to enter 
my rooms. May I ask the nature of your busi- 
ness ? — I beg your pardon, I mean news t The 
events of to-day have upset me." 

" Briefly, sir," replied Longley, " may I ask 
if you are Sir William Serrall ? My news con- 
cerns him." 

Had the house fallen down, Mr. Williams 
would probably have been less surprised than 
he was at this simple question. A certain com- 
motion, too, was audible just inside the door of 
the sitting-room. Longley "s question had been 
overheard by others. Mr. Williams gazed at 
his questioner in silence, for some seconds, and 
then answered, firmly, 

" Yes, sir, I am he." 

" Mr. Haller, the father of my friend here, has 
a will in his possession, which is made in favour 
of your children." 

"Haller I — will! — whose will?" gasped Mr. 
Williams, or, as we should more properly call 
him, Sir William Serrall. 

" A Mr. Wilson's — the uncle of your children," 
replied Longley. 
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"You amaze me!" exclaimed Sir William. 
" How came he by it I" 

" May we come in and explain matters to you I" 
asked Longley. 

" Certainly — yes — by all means," replied Sir 
William. " But, stay, how can I get rid of these 
people ?" 

" Do you owe them much ?" asked flaller. 

'* No — a mere trifle — less than forty pounds." 

"In that case, will you permit me *to pay 
them for you?" asked Haller, who had some 
sixty pounds in his pocket, the money that his 
father had given him for the ensuing term. 

" If you can do so without inconvenience, I 
shall be extremely obliged to you," said Sir 
William. 

" Oh I there's not the least inconvenience," 
cried Haller. " Here, Sir William, in this pocket- 
book you will find four notes for ten pounds, 
and four for five — bran new notes — I had to 
get this pocket-book to match them." 

" Thank you very much," said Sir William, 
taking the proffered pocket-book. 

"Thank you," repeated Polly, fervently. 
" How very kind it is of you 1" 

h2 
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" Not at all," protested Haller, laughing. " I 
know what creditors are — extortionate vaga- 
bonds, all of them." 

" Pray enter," said Sir William, opening the 
door. 

A great change had come over the spirit of 
that assemblage of creditors, within a few 
minutes. They no longer abused each other ; 
they no longer looked excited and angry. The 
prevaiKng expression upon their faces was one 
of extreme contrition. Most contrite of all 
looked Yard. He had ordered the brokers to 
desist from their labours, and was standing by 
the table, hat in hand, endeavouring to frame 
some excuse for his conduct. Near the door 
stood Mrs. Robinson, no longer the furious 
Mrs. Robinson. who, in the interests of her five 
children, had clamoured so loudly for payment 
of that which was owing to her — no, what she 
had overheard had converted her into a happy- 
looking, smile-beaming Mrs. Robinson again. 
She dropped a low curtsey as Sir William 
ushered Longley and Haller into the room. 

" I can come again with my little bill, sir," 
exclaimed a creditor who bad been particularly 
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loud in his reprobation of Mr. Williams' be- 
haviour. 

" So can I, sir ; and 1 1 and 1 1" cried certain 
others, making their way towards the door. 

** Stay here for a few minutes, if you please," 
requested Sir William. ** It is my wish to pay 
all of you at once." 

Thus saying, he drew a chair to the table, 
and opening his desk, proceeded to overlook his 
accounts. 

" We got here just in time," observed Long^ 
ley to Haller. 

" Yes," answered his friend. " What a col- 
lection of extortioners. There are the bro- 
ker men ; did you ever see such noses ? I say, 
old man, she's rather a pretty girl — isn't she 
— eh I" he whispered, as Polly left the room. 

" Yes," replied Longley. " Poor little thing ! 
she has been crying ; her eyes are quite red. A 
nice-looking fellow Sir William is — don't you 
think so t" 

" Very," assented Haller. " She isn't a bit 
like the description that Tommy gave us of her 
sister." 

" Be careful, Punch ; he will overhear you." 
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" Now, ladies and gentlemen," said Sir Wil- 
liam, rising and addressing the expectant cre- 
ditors, '' 1 shall proceed to settle your claims 
against me. Permit me fii-st, however, to make 
a few observations npon the manner in which I 
have been treated. It was my intention to re- 
ward the kindness of those who had evinced 
consideration for my position, by making them 
some suitable acknowledgment of their good- 
ness, in the shape of some little present or other, 
when circumstances permitted of my doing so." 

Sir William paused in his speech, and blew 
his nose. The declaration of his intended gene- 
rosity elicited a buzz of approbation from his 
listeners. He resumed — 

" Such was my intention. You will, I am 
sure, rejoice to learn that, at last, I am in a 
position to gratify my wish, and reward those 
who have merited reward from me." 

" Yes, sir — oh 1 yes, we do rejoice ; sure and 
we always knew that you were a perfect gen- 
tleman ; bless him for a kind-hearted creature !" 
exclaimed several creditors together. 

^' At last the fortune that was ours has come 
to us," continued Sir William. 
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"A princely fortune it is," gravely added 
Haller, who suspected that Sir William was 
about to " take a rise " out of his creditors. 

Sir William bowed to him and went on — 

"Ere I leave this neighbourhood, I should 
wish you all to have some little souvenirs of 
me. 

" Oh 1 how kind I — how liberal I Oh 1 thank 
you, sir 1" cried all the creditors but Yard, who 
bad little reason to expect a gift. 

" But before presenting you with these sou- 
venirs, I shall discharge my debts to you. Mr. 
Yard is my chief creditor. Will you oblige me 
with your account, Mr. Yard? Thank you; 
twelve pounds, eleven shillings ; ah ! yes — ten 
pounds twelve shillings is the amount of your 
bill, the remaining one pound nineteen shillings 
is for costs. Oblige me with change, Mr. Yard. 
I pay you without demur, but I appeal to all of 
you, ladies and gentlemen, to say if this charge 
of one pound nineteen shillings is ttt all fair?" 

** No : it's a robbery — it's a swindle," answer- 
ed the ladies and gentlemen to whom Sir Wil- 
liam had appealed. 

" You hear, Mr. Yard," continued Sir William, 
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after he had received his change and receipt, 
'' these ladies and gentlemen think that yottr 
conduct has been hardly fair. But I shall forget 
what has happened; I shall give you a souvenir." 

" How good of him — it is too good of him ; 
the dirty blackguard should have nothing/' 
commented the others. 

" I present you with these documents, Mr. 
Yard. They comprise three threatening letters, 
from you, and one from your lawyer, and a copy 
of the writ which you sent me. Keep them in 
memory of me. Good afternoon, Mr. Yard."- 

The linen-draper was hustled out of the room 
amidst a storm of laughter and jeers at his dis- 
comfiture. 

" Now, ladies and gentlemen," continued Sir 
William, addressing the others, '* I am certain 
that none of you would willingly inconvenience 



me. 



"No, no, never," protested his creditors. 

" I am sure that you came here solely to pro- 
test against the iniquitous conduct of that fellow 
Yard." 

" We did," they cried. 

" 1 thank you all. I have added the amounts 
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of your bills together — they come to eighteen 
pounds and a few shillings. May I request you, 
Mrs. Robinson, to take these notes — they are 
for twenty pounds — and to pay the different 
accounts for me ? Thank you, madam. If you, 
ladies and gentlemen, will condescend to ex- 
pend the balance over from the twenty pounds, 
in whatsoever refreshment may be most agree- 
able to you, you will be conferring a great 
pleasure upon me." 

Loud shouts of thankful approval greeted 
this proposal. 

" You, Mrs. Robinson, will kindly see to this, ' 
said Sir William. " I regret, ladies and gentle- 
men, that I cannot entertain you here — I have 
important business matters to discuss with these 
two gentlemen ; they will prevent my having 
that pleasure. Good afternoon, and accept my 
best thanks for the services that you have ren- 
dered me." 

With feelings far difiFerent from those with 
which they had entered the apartment, the 
troop of creditors filed out of the room, and 
took their joyful way to the chamber of Mrs. 
Robinson, where they held a right merry sym- 
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posium, and discussed the many wonderful 
events of that day. We may be sure that the 
events lost nothing of the wonderful by being 
detailed over and over again to new-comers. 
It was the firm belief of many that night that 
Mr. Williams had inherited a fortune as colossal 
as that of a Rothschild, and a title second only 
to that of a prince of the blood-royal. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



GLEAMS OF SUNSHINE. 



A FTER the last of the creditors had quitted 
-^ the room, and the door had been closed, 
Sir William turned towards Haller and Long- 
ley. 

" I need not tell you how greatly I am in- 
debted to you," he said, shaking hands with 
them. "You have saved me from a very 
serious inconvenience. Let me return this 
pocket-book to you, Mr. Haller. I have taken 
thirty-five pounds. I shall have the pleasure 
of repaying you in the course of a few days." 

" Pray do not mind that," replied Haller. 

" And now," continued Sir William, ** may I 
ask you to explain the circumstances which 
have led to the discovery of this will I" 

"It was by the merest chance that Haller 
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and I were the instruments of its discovery," 
answered Longley. " You have to thank Coi- 
ner more than any one else." 

" Poor Mr. Coiner," said Sir William, sighing. 
** You have news of him, of course. Is he well t 
Where is he I" 

"He is in Norway. We heard from him 
yesterday. It was his letter that led to the 
discovery of this will." 

"And is he well?" asked Sir William. 

" In health, I believe. He has not got over 
the effects of that — that shock yet," said Long- 
ley. 

" I would that he were in England," said Sir 
William. "I fear that I was the cause of 
driving him from it. I was too hasty in my 
judgment of my daughter." 

" How f " asked Haller, eagerly. •* Have you 
news of her?" 

" No, I grieve to say," replied Sir William, 
shaking his head ; " but I have reason to sup- 
pose that the poor girl has been the victim of 
some vile plot." 

"Indeed I" cried Longley. "Pray tell me 
what the grounds of your suspicion are." 
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"May I ask if she benefits greatly by this 

« 

will that has been discovered?" inquired Sir 
•William. 

" Yes," answered Longley. " The greater 
part of her uncle's fortune is left to her. But 
why do you ask?" 

" We have ascertained, almost beyond a 
doubt, that she was abducted by some relations 
of hers, who, failing the production of this will, 
have com« in for Mr. Wilson's property." 

" Was their name Coulter ?" cried flaller. 

"Yes," answered Sir William, in surpidse. 
" Do you know them ?" 

" No ; but it is through them that we have 
found this will. Pray tell us what your sus- 
picions are. Coiner is a very dear friend of 
ours. Let us hear your story first, and then we 
shall explain our part in this affair." 

*'It seems to me," said Sir William, "that 
these Coulters have found out, by some means 
or other, that the property of their uncle has 
been willed away from them. They may have 
ascertained that Lottie, my daughter, is the one 
to whom the greater part of it has been left, as 
you tell me that it has." 
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" Well, well," cried Haller, impatiently. 

" They are people who would not hesitate to 
commit any crime, of which they did not fear 
detection, for their own ends," continued Sir 
William. *' Now, there is not the faintest shadow 
of evidence to show that my daughter ever saw 
either of these men before the day upon which 
she went away with them. Those who know 
Lottie best declare that she never could have 
committed such a crime against her family, and 
him to whom she was engaged, of her own will. 
Nothing has transpired to cast the least light 
upon the causes of her departure from us. 
Surely, if she had left her home voluntarily, we 
should have heard from her ere this. Putting 
things together, and guided to some extent by 
the fact that you have imparted to me, I have 
not the least hesitation in saying that these 
villains must have decoyed my daughter from 
her home. By what diabolical means they 
have contrived to do so I am unable to conjec- 
ture." 

" But you did not tell Coiner this. You led 
him to suppose that she had voluntarily be- 
trayed him," exclaimed Haller. 
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" To my grief I must confess that I did," re- 
plied Sir William. *' At the time, I was con- 
vinced of her guilt, and what I said to Mr. Coiner 
I said from the sincerest desire to benefit him." 

" You nearly broke his heart," cried Haller, 
warmly. 

" Consider, Mr. Haller, that I was not the only 
one deceived. I had made all possible inquiries, 
and had called in the help of our most ex- 
perienced detectives to aid me in the matter. 
The result of my inquiries was an almost abso- 
lute certainty that my daughter had, of her own 
free will, run away from us. It was from a wish 
to spare Mr. Coiner as much as possible that I 
told him the worst at once." 

** And what has led you to suppose that you 
were mistaken in your judgment t" asked 
Longley. 

"Chiefly the discovery of the fact that she 
went away with these Coulters," replied Sir 
William. "Had I known that at the time, I 
should at once have suspected some plot." 

** You have made inquiries, I suppose ?" said 
Longley. " Have you succeeded in discovering 
your daughter, or these people ?" 
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" No ; the poKce suppose that she is ia 
America. We must institute the most energetic 
search for her. Ah I here is my other daughter," 
exclaimed Sir William, as Polly, attired in her 
best apparel, entered the room. "Polly, my 
sweetest love, let me introduce you more for- 
mally to these two gentlemen, to whom we are 
under such deep obligations — Mr. Longley and 
Mr. Haller. They are great fiiends of Mr. 
Coiner's." 

Polly looked very charming in the black silk 
dress that Yard's dressmaker, supervised by 
Lottie, had made for her. She had been in- 
duced by her sister to abandon the chignon in 
which she had once gloried, and her hair, ar- 
ranged after the manner of Lottie's, now fell 
becomingly down her back. She returned the 
salutation of the two Oxonians, with perfect 
self-possession. 

" Now will you explain how it is that I have 
to thank Mr. Coiner for the discovery of this 
will !" asked the Baronet. 

"It is rather a long story," replied Longley. 
" Coiner has gone to Norway in quest of excite- 
ment — in hope of forgetting the past. But you 
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had better read this letter that we received 
from him yesterday." And Longley handed 
Coiner's epistle to Sir William. 

"Where is Mr. Coiner?" Polly inquired of 
Haller. 

" In Norway," answered Haller. 

*' W^hat is he doing there?" asked Polly, 

" Wandering about, as Longley has told your 
father, in the hope of forgetting the past." 

"Ohl he wants to fo'rget the past, does he?" 
exclaimed Polly. " Then I suppose that he still 
thinks Lottie false to him ?" 

" Well, Miss Serrall," answered Haller, a little 
disconcerted by Polly's manner, " you know that 
he had cause to think so." 

" No, he hadn't," cried Polly, in flat contradic- 
tion. " He ought to have been certain that she 
never could have done anything of the kind. 
I consider that he has behaved shamefully I" 

*' Really, Miss Serrall," said Haller, " you put 
the matter to me in quite a new light. Did not 
your father lead him to believe that your sister 
.had betrayed him ?" 

"That's all very well," said Polly; "but 
didn't I assure him that Lottie had done no such 

VOL. in. I 
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thing? Why did he believe pa rather than me? 
Should a fellow who loves a girl believe anything 
against her ? No, he shouldn't !" 

Haller began to feel that his friend had be- 
haved very badly. The animation with which 
Polly defended her sister was too much for him. 
He thought that the possessor of such a bright 
pair of eyes must be incapable of forming an 
incorrect judgment on such a matter. 

" He may have acted too hastily," began 
Haller, apologetically. 

" Of course he did," broke in Polly. " Do you 
think that Lottie would ever have believed: 
anything against him f No, not if all the 
people in the world had gone down on their 
knees and implored her to believe it." 

** Then your sister loved Coiner very dearly ?" 
said Haller. 

" Dearly 1" exclaimed Polly, excitedly — " dear- 
ly ain't —I mean isn't — the word for it. She 
would have laid down her life for him, if that 
could have pleased him. She had no thought 
away from him ; she loved him as passionately 
as any girl ever loved — ever could love ! And 
to think that he should suspect her of being 
false ! Oh 1 1 wish that I was a man !" 



GLEAMS OF SUNSHINE. 115 

" Supposing that you were one, Miss SeiTall, 
what should you do ?" 

*' Do 1 — why, I'd wander all over the world — 
yes, even if I had to beg my way barefooted, to 
find her out. Do you think that I should try 
to forget her I Oh, no, never I" 

" This is a most extraordinary letter," ob- 
served Sir William, who had finished the per- 
usal of Mrs. Coulter's epistle. " It seems to me 
to be a key to the whole mystery." 

" There is a copy of the will, Sir William," 
said Longley, handing a folded paper to the 
Baronet. 

The tears had risen to Polly's eyes, much to 
the distress of Haller, who hastened to divert 
her thoughts into another channel. 

** Bead the will aloud. Sir William," he begged. 
"You will find that you are not forgotten in it," 
he added, addressing Polly. 

** Who ? — me ?" cried Polly, forgetful of her 
grammar. Her father paused ere reading the 
will, and looked reproachfully at her. Polly 
blushed slightly, and corrected herself. " Who ? 
— I?" she asked again. Her father smiled at 
her, and began to read :— ^ 

l2 
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" I, Henry Wilson, of Langstone House, 
Bayswater, in the county of Middlesex, Esquire, 
being in sound health of mind, do hereby declare 
this to be my last will and testament, and here- 
by do revoke all other wills and testaments that 
I may previously have made. I give and be- 
queath unto my beloved niece, Lottie, elder 
daughter of Sir William Serrall, Baronet^ all 
my estate, both real and personal, extending 
to all hereditaments, of whatever tenure, and 
whether corporeal, incorporeal, or personal, and 
to every estate, right, or interest therein, and 
to all property whatsoever, to which I shall be 
entitled at the time of my death, subject to the 
payment of the following bequests. To my 
niece Mary, second daughter of the aforesaid 
Sir William Serrall, Baronet, the yearly sum of 
six hundred pounds." 

** What, six hundred pounds to me ?" exclaim- 
ed Polly in amazement. 

" Six hundred pounds a year, Miss Serrall," 
said Haller. 

" Oh, no I" cried Polly, " it cannot be ! Let 
me see for myself, pa dear. Yes, there it is — 
the yearly sum of six hundred pounds. Oh, 
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you dear pa I" she sobbed, throwing her arms 
round her father's neck, " you shall have it all, 
and we shall find Lottie 1" 

" There are only four other legacies, besides 
those to the servants," said Longley, picking 
up the will that the Baronet had dropped. 
" Mrs. Coulter is down for an annuity of two 
hundred pounds ; one of her sons gets a hun- 
dred pounds, and the other nineteen guineas. 
Then there is a sum of one thousand pounds 
left to a Mrs. Martin. Coiner told us who she 
was." 

" Oh 1 I'm so glad that Mrs. Martin is men- 
tioned in the will I" cried Polly, smiling through 
her tears. 

**The servants who were in Mr. Wilson's 
service at the time of his death are to have 
nineteen guineas each," continued Longley. 
" You, Sir William, and a Mr. Smith, a solicitor, 
are appointed trustees, with the power of de- 
voting what sum you may deem adequate to 
the education and maintenance of your daugh- 
ters, until they shall attain their majority." 

** And is it duly signed and attested ?" asked 
Sir William eagerly. ** Let me see it ;" and 
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taking the will from Longley, he read, " Signed, 
published, and declared by the said Henry Wil- 
eon, the testator, as and for his last will and 
testament, in the presence of ns, John Juggins 
and Alfred Giles, clerks, present at the same 
time, who, at his request, in his presence, and 
the presence of each other, have hereunto sub- 
scribed our names as witnesses.'* " Yes, every- 
thing is correct. Pelly, my sweet love, embrace 
me again ; the prayed-for day has come at 
last 1" 

" Oh, yes ; everything is correct," said Haller. 
"My governor is an artful old fellow. Catch 
him making a mistake! Let me be the first. 
Sir William, to congratulate you upon your 
good fortune." 

" WTiat steps do you intend to take for the 
discovery of your daughter!" asked Longley. 

" I know the Mr. Smith, who is my co-trustee," 
answered Sir William. "He manages Mr. 
Wilson's property for these Coulters." 

" Is he a good man ?" inquired Haller. " Al- 
though I say it who shouldn't, my worthy father 
being a solicitor, I have a certain dislike for 
members of the legal profession." 
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"I believe that he is a thoroughly good man. 
I shall consult him in the matter. Of course we 
must take immediate measures to secure my 
daughters' interests. We shall place the matter 
in the Court of Chancery, and take steps to re- 
cover all arrears. The Coulters are not rich 
themselves. When they find out that we are 
in possession of this second will, they will re- 
turn to England." 

** But, pa dear," exclaimed Polly, anxiously ; 
** may they not do something to Lottie in the 
meantime t They will hardly bring her back to 
England with them." 

"True," said Haller, admiring Polly's pru- 
dence. " You must be on your guard against 
that. Sir William." 

" Yes, of course,' answered the Baronet. "At 
present, though, it is utterly impossible that I 
can tell what measures we shall adopt. I must 
go to Mr. Smith at once with this copy of the 
will. It is not five o'clock yet. I shall find him 
m. 

ft 

" We must write to Tommy to tell him what 
has happened," said Haller. 

** Tommy I who is he t" asked Sir William. 
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"It's our pet name for Coiner," answered 
Haller. 

"But isn't his name Herbert!" inquired 
PoUv. 

" Yes, Miss Serrall, but by calling him 
Tommy, we provB that our aiTection for him 
triumphs over names. Will you give us paper. 
Sir William ? If we write to him at once, we 
shall catch this afternoon's post." 

" Certainly," said the Baronet. " You will 
find it in this desk. Tell your friend to return 
to England at once." 

" Yes, do," added Polly ; " tell him that I am 
certain that Lottie has never wavered in her 
love for him. Say that there is a wicked plot 
against her, and that he must come and help us 
to find it out." 

*' I will tell him all that," said Haller. 

"Now, Polly, my precious love, put your 
things on and come with me," said her father. 
" But, perhaps, you prefer to stay at home ; do 
you?" 

" Oh, no, pa dear," cried Polly; " I am such a 
coward now. I am afraid to stay here alone. 
Those wicked Coulters might have heard that 
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uncle left me all that money, and they might 
come and carry me off." 

"Very well, darling. Pardon me for an 
instant," said Sir William, leaving the room. 

"I can well imagine anybody's wishing to 
run away with you," said Haller, bowing to 
her; "but believe me that your money would 
be his least inducement to do so." 

" What do you mean ?" asked Polly. 

"Don't you remember the words which our 
favourite poet has put into the mouth of a 
lovely and unsophisticated farm-maiden ? ' My 
face is my fortune, sir, she said.' " 

" Oh, that's all gammon I" cried Polly, laugh- 
ing and running away. 

*• Haller and I are naturally very anxious to 
learn the result of your interview with the 
solicitor," said Longley to Sir William, who just 
then returned with his best hat, which he had 
been to fetch. " Will you and Miss Serrall do 

us the honour of dining with us at the 

Hotel, at seven o'clock this evening?" 

'* I am sure that we shall be very happy to do 
so ; I regret that I cannot ask you to dine with 
me. But get on with your letter ; you have not 
much time." 
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Longley, accordingly, sat down and began to 
write to Coiner, whilst Haller and Sir William 
discussed various matters connected with the 
events of the morning. Soon Polly returned 
equipped for the walk. 

" Now, sweetest one," said her father, " say 
au revoir to Mr. Haller and Mr. Longley, and 
come along. We shall see them again to- 
night, for they have asked us to dine with 
them." 

" But we've dined already at the " 

" Yes, yes, my own pet," said Sir William, 
who was not particularly desirous that the 
young men should learn the name of the little 
restaurant where Polly and he had taken their 
mid-day repast. " We must consider that as 
lunch. W^e are early diners, but, for the plea- 
sure of your society, we may indulge in a late 
dinner for once in the way. Good-bye. You 
will find a post-office in Oxford Street. Kindly 
close the outer door when you leave. Au revoir. 
Come, sweet one." 

*• Don't forget to insist upon Mr. Coiner's com- 
ing home at once," said Polly to Longley, who 
was writing. 
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"He shan't, Miss Serrall," declared Haller. 
" I shall write to Coiner myself, and put in to 
him in language the most forcible. I shall tell 
him that if he doesn't return at once, in obedi- 
ence to your command, I shall evermore reckon 
him as an enemy ; yes, nevermore shall he be to 
me as was the Tommy of olden days." 

" Oh, don't do that I" laughed Polly. 

"Come, darling one," said her father, who 
was standing by the door; and, accordingly, 
Polly went. 

"Oh, pa dear, isn't it like a dream?" she 
asked, taking her father's arm, as they descend- 
ed the stairs. 

" Very like a dream, indeed, sweet one," an- 
swered her father ; " but the day of our triumph 
has yet to come." 

" You mean when we shall have found Lottie?" 

" Not exactly, my angel ; that day shall be a 
day of rejoicing and thankfulness, rather than of 
triumph. The day of triumph, for which I 
have so long prayed, is the day that shall see 
Mrs. Coulter humbled — crushed, yes, crushed," 
and Sir William brought his stick down upon 
the pavement with a force that said much 
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for the sincerity of his desire to crush her. 

"Pa dear," cried Polly, suddenly catching 
hold of her father's arm with both hands, 
" what is that man calling I" 

A ragged vendor of newspapers was hurry- 
ing down the street, bawling out some exciting 
piece of news. Sir William Serrall and his 
daughter stood still and listened. 

"'Ere yer 'ave it," shouted the man, "the 
winner of the Two Thousand! Evening Standard^ 
fourth edition. A paper for you, sir f Thank 
you kindly, sir." 

With trembling hands Sir William opened the 
paper. He took but one glance at its contents 
— ^it was enough. He threw the paper away, 
and, then and there, utterly regardless of all ap- 
pearances, he flung his arms round Polly, and 
strained her to his heart in a hug that elicited a 
loud expression of pain from that young lady. 

** Oh, pa dear, don't ; you hurt 1" cried Polly. 
" There's a crowd of people staring at us. Do 
oome along T 

" Forgive me, sweetest darling," begged her 
&ther. " I could not restrain my feelings. My 
horse has won — ^Pretender has won !" 
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« Oh, I'm SO glad 1" cried Polly. 

"And he'll win the Derby too," exclaimed 
her father, executing a, pas aeul, in his joy. " Oh, 
my pet, oh, my love, what a stroke of fortune 1 
Truly, it never rains but that it pours ! Our 
good fortune is pouring down upon us now." 

" Yes, it is, pa," answered Polly. " But pray 
come along ; we shall be mobbed if you don't 
mind." 

A small crowd had collected, and was staring 
at Sir William, whose excited manner caused 
them to suspect that he was an escaped lunatic. 
Polly's observation recalled him to his senses. 
Taking her arm under his, and assuming a more 
dignified mien, he walked onwards. 

" Pa dear," said Polly, looking up lovingly in- 
to his face, " we ought to be very grateful to 
Heaven for what has come to us to-day, ought 
we not ?" 

** We ought to be, and I am sure that we are, 
ray own beloved darling," answered her father, 
fervently. 

" Then, pa, I want you to promise me some- 
thing." 

" What is it, sweetest love ?" 
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" You must promise to grant my request ; you 
must promise most solemnly," said Polly, in a 
tone of deep earnestness. 

" I do, my own love," replied her father smil- 
ing. " I promise to grant any request that is in 
my power to grant." 

" Promise me, dear, that you. will never bet 
again ; never, no, not the smallest sum," asked 
his daughter, beseechingly. 

** But, darling pet, in that case I cannot 
hedge my money " exclaimed her father. "Never 
mind," he added, firmly, " I have promised, and 
my promise shall be kept. If I win or lose this 
money, I shall never again lay or accept any 
bet whatsoever." 

Polly pressed her father's arm. Her loving 
heart was happy. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



IN THE DARK. 



TT was a lovely afternoon, towards the end of 

-^ April, when the yacht Callista dropped her 
anchor in the bay of Trondlijem. Her cruise, 
favoured by good weather, had been a very 
prosperous one. From Hamburg she had run 
straight to Trondhjem, touching only at Bergen 
for fael and water. It was the intention of her 
owners to lose no time in getting to Fin mark, 
and securing quarters upon the Tana, or some 
other of the famous salmon rivers of thefar north, 
ere other wandering devotees of the gentle craft 
anticipated them ; for great, even in Finmark, 
is the competition for the possession of noted 
pools. The anchor was dropped, and the yacht 
swung gracefully round with the tide. Then 
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the boat was lowered, and the two Coulters, 
accompanied by their mother and Lottie, were 
rowed to shore. They had no wish to make a 
long stay at Trondhjem — the quaint old town 
offering but little inducement to do so. It was, 
however, necessary to replenish their stores, 
which had run short ; .moreover, letters and 
newspapers were lyiug at the post-office for 
them, and these they were anxious to receive ; 
therefore it was that they decided upon putting 
into the Trondhjem Fiord for a day. As they 
were making their way to shore, their boat 
danced upon the waves made by a large vessel 
which was slowly steaming out of the bay. It 
was the Kong Karl^ the northern-bound mail 
steamer, and on board of her was the letter that 
Haller and Longley had written to Coiner, to 
tell him of the strange discoveries that his last 
letter to them had brought about. 

No improvement had taken place in Lottie's 
condition since she quitted England. The Coul- 
ters had almost persuaded themselves that her 
mind had gone for ever. Many eminent phy- 
sicians had seen Lottie in Hamburg ; the most 
eminent in Prussia had been summoned from 
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Berlin to pronounce upon her case. None of 
them could do more than prescribe careful tend- 
ing and freedom from aU excitement for her. 
When pressed as to their opinion of her chanpes 
of recovery, they shook their heads gravely, fi^nd 
held out but shadowy hopes of her ultimate re- 
storation to mental health. The Coulters had 
overreached themselves in declaring that a year 
had elapsed since her senses had deserted her. 
To the doctors they had represented her de- 
rangement as being the effect of a sudden shock, 
caused by the unexpected death of her father 
and sister. There could be but little hope for 
her, if a year of careful treatment had failed to 
produce any amelioration in her condition. 

As helpless and unresisting as a young child 
was poor Lottie. To her everything seemed 
strange. When addressed, she would gaze at 
the speaker with wondering eyes, and her brow 
would contract with her effort to comprehend 
the purport of the address ; then a faint smile 
would steal over her face, and she would turn 
away, attracted by some other object. For 
hours together she would gaze over the side of 
the vessel at the seething waves, with eyes that 

VOL. III. K 
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never tired of contemplatiDg the dancing waters. 
For her everything was replete with interest ; 
the tall clifTs of the iron-bound coast of Norway 
' — the flight of the sea-birds, the drifting clouds, 
all filled her with wonder ; but, alas 1 her won- 
der was ever new. She remembered nothing. No- 
thing I yes, one thing she remembered. Once, as 
she slept, the letter which she wore over her heart 
had been taken from her. She awoke and missed 
it ; she uttered no word of complaint, no wail, no 
sound, but she sat as in a stupor. For her the 
dancing waves no longer had a charm ; no lon- 
ger did she listen entranced to the voices of the 
winds, singing through the rigging. Almost 
crushed into lifelessness she seemed, save when, 
ever and anon, she started up and searched 
eagerly for her missing treasure. Like some 
wild bird, encaged, self-beaten into helplessness 
by its efforts to escape, she sat, sullen and mo- 
tionless, refusing all attention, pining away 
under the eyes of her captors. The letter was 
restored to her, and with it seemed to come back 
her life. How she kissed those soiled pages, 
worn now to very ribbons ! How she fondled 
and talked to the senseless paper 1 Never again 
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did the Coultws endeavour to deprive her of her 
treasure. 

Upon landing, the Coulters made their way 
to an hotel, Lottie leaning upon Mrs. Coulter's 
arm. Having engaged rooms for the night, the 
two men proceeded to order the requisite stores 
for the yacht, and then went to the post-office 
for their letters. Several were awaiting them. 
Perusing these as they went along, they re- 
traced their steps to the hotel, and sought their 
mother, whom they found busily engaged in 
unpacking a box ; Lottie was in the room, gaz- 
ing out of the window. 

" Why, mother, what on earth are you un- 
packing fort" exclaimed Ralph, seeing the heap 
of dresses with which Mrs. Coulter had sur- 
rounded herself. ** We shall only remain here 
until to-morrow morning. It is quite unneces- 
sary to dress extensively in Trondhjem ; be- 
sides, no one will see you to-night." 

*'I am only shaking my dresses out, dear 
Ralph," explained his mother. "Have you 
been to the post-office I" 

" Yes," answered her son, " there are several 

k2 
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letters, but only one of consequence— it is from 

Smith." 
« Well, dear V observed his mother, pausing 

in her labour. 

" His news is very satisfactory. A large sum 
of money— some fifteen thousand pounds— has 

just dropped in." 

" Indeed 1 how was that ¥' asked his mother, 

joyously. 

" Compensation for some land that a railway 
has taken," replied Ralph. " From what Smith 
says, I fancy that we can dispose of this sum as 

we like." 

" One moment, my dear Ralph," interrupted 
his brother ; " it strikes me that this money 
ought to come to me." 

** How do you make that out t" asked Ralph. 
** The land wasn't in Birmingham ; moreover, it 
was purchased subsequently to the making of 
uncle's will. Clearly it ought to go to the 
general estate " 

*^ The land is at Banbury, and that is not so 
very far firom Birmingham," replied Fred. 

^'Well, we shall see about it," said Ralph, 
who saw the futility of quarrelling upon the 
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subject, " The rest of Smith's letter is equally 
satisfactory." 

"He says nothing about any other matter, 
then f asked Mrs. Coulter, anxiously. 

" No, mother, I begin to think that, after all, 
our fears were groundless. More than three 
months have elapsed since we left London. Had 
any steps been taken against us, we must have 
heard of them." 

" Consider, though, dear Ralph," urged his 
mother, " that your uncle actually declared that 
he had made a will— he even specified the per- 
son who had it." 

" He might have been raving," observed Ralph. 

"He did not rave about the existence of 
Charlotte's children," answered Mrs. Coulter, 
shaking her head, 

" Well, don't make yourself uneasy about it," 
begged Ralph, "We have done all that we 
could to secure ourselvgs." 

" What are you reading, dear Fred t" inquired 
Hrs, Coulter, 

"I'm looking over the second columns of 
these Ilmesj to see if there's any advertisement 
in them that affects us in any way." 
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^' Dear me I these dresses are sadly creased I" 
sighed Mrs. Coulter. *^Look at this hat too, 
dear Ralph ; the sea air has taken all the curl 
out of the feathers.'* 

" Bother the feathers ! " amiably observed 
her son. ^^ Do you see anything in the paper, 
Fredr 

**No," answered his brother, taking up an- 
other number. 

*' Ah I I am forgetting something/' cried Mrs. 
Coulter. ^I have something curious to tell 
you." 

*' Something about a dress, I suppose," said 
Ralph. 

*'No, my dear boy," answered his mother, 
*4t is a veiy curious coincidence, that is all; 
but I wish, dear Ralph, that you would sp^ak 
more kindly to me.'* 

*' What is the coincidence?" asked Ralph, not 
deigning to notice his mother's last words. 

*^ I have been looking over the visitors' book," 
replied Mrs* Coulter, ^ and there I saw the name' 
of a Mr. Herbert Coiner.'' 

**WeU, what of that t Who is he?" 
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" You are rather forgetful, dearest boy," said 
his mother. ^'Itis the name of the man who 
was engaged to this poor girl." 

" You don't mean that, do you I" cried Ralph, 
excitedly. " Yes, you are right 1 — I remember 
now. When was he here I" 

" Do not alarm yourself, dear Ralph," begged 
his mother ; ^^ it cannot be that man. I thought 
at first that it was ; but when I saw the date, I 
perceived that it could not be." 

" When was he here 1 Can't you tell me ?" 
asked Ralph, roughly. 

^^Dear Ralph, do not speak so sharply to 
me," pleaded Mrs. Coulter. "He was here in 
January." 

^*I must see the book!" exclaimed Ralph, 
ringing the bell. " Ah I Thane," he said, as the 
landlord entered the room, " will you bring me 
your visitors' book ? I think that a friend of 
mine was here some time ago." 

The landlord departed, and soon returned 
with the book. Ralph opened it impatiently. 

"Yes, here it is. * Herbert Coiner,' When 
did he come here, Thane ?" he inquired. 
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" About the end of January, sir — the date is 
in the book," answered the landlord. 

« And how long did he stay here f 

" But one night, sir." 

" Did he oome here by steamer t" 

*^ No, sir, he came in sledge. I think that he 
had been travelling for some time ; but he did 
not tell me where he came from, as do most of 
the English gentlemen who come here." 

•* Do you know where he went to ?'* 

*' He went to Levanger by steamer, sir. He 
was going through the Yoerdal to Sweden." 

*' You do not know what he was travelling 
fort" 

** No, sir; but he seemed to be in great haste 
to reach Sweden. I do not think that he jour- 
neyed for pleasure." 

•• Was he a young or an old man f " 

^ He was a gentleman of some thirty years." 

''Thank you, Thane," said Balph, feeling 
much relieved by the information that had been 
given to him« ««That is all that I want. Let us 
have dinner soon*" 

The landlord bowed and retired. 

'' You see, dear Ralph, that it oould not have 
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"been the man that we feared it was," observed 
liis mother. 

"I do not know so much about that," said 
Fred. "Tou remember that advertisement 
that was in the Times for so many weeks. It 
ran thus : ^ H. C. is most earnestly requested to 
communicate with his family at once.' It is 
just possible that H, C. may have meant Her- 
bert Coiner." 

" True, Fred 1" exclaimed his brother, thought- 
fully. 

" But, dearest boys," said their mother, " it is 
impossible that he could have been out here so 
soon after you carried off — I mean, after this 
girl came to us. That letter which she has, 
was written by Mr. Coiner, from Stickborough, 
three days before we took her to Feltham. In 
it he said nothing about going away anywhere. 
Then this other Mr. Coiner was here within 
nine days of the girl's coming to us. Could he 
have managed to get out here in so short a 
time r 

" Yes, Mater," answered Fred. ** Letters only 
take a week from England to Trondhjem. He 
might have done it." 
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*^ It is difficult to imagine any reason for his 
coming out here," said Ralph. "No, I agree 
with the Mater, that this man who was here 
cannot be the fellow who was engaged to 
the girl. We may set our minds at rest." 

"Herbert Coiner is an uncommon name," 
urged Fred. 

** True ; but, nevertheless, there may be two 
Herbert Coiners," answered his brother. " Look 
at the girl — she seems to recognise the name. 
Do you remember Herbert Coiner?" he asked, 
addressing Lottie, who was regarding the 
speakers with a troubled expression of counte- 
nance. 

Lottie gazed at her questioner with curious, 
eyes. 

" Herbert Coiner," repeated Ralph, quietly — 
•* do you know him t" 

The young girl's brow contracted ; she seemed 
to be striving to comprehend the meaning of 
his words; her hand sought the letter which 
she carried in her bosom ; her mouth twitched 
convulsively* Just then a carriole, drawn by a 
horse whose harness was ornamented with 
beU% rattled up the ill-paved street^ and with 
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an exclamation of delight Lottie turned from 
Ralph Coulter, and gazed after it. 

"Poor girll" said Ralph, pityingly — "she 
remembers nothing — her mind is quite gone," . 

"I have looked over these papers," said 
Fred. " There is nothing that concerns us in 
any of them." 

*'That is a blessing," observed his mother. 
" When do we leave here, my dear Ralph t" 

" To-morrow morning," answered her son. 

** I should so like to stay here for a few days," 
urged Mrs. -Coulter. " One feels so cramped up 
on board the yacht." 

"When we get to our river, you'll have 
plenty of room to move about in," replied 
Ralph. 

" We shall get up to the Tana too early to do 
much good with the fly," observed Fred. 
" What do you say to running up the Kvsenan- 
gen Fiord, and paying Hans a visit I" 

"I've been thinking of it," answered his 
brother. "Yes, we might do that. I should 
like to see the old place again." 

" We might wet our lines in the Kveener, for 
old acquaintance sake," suggested Fred. 
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" Yes, and see that pool where I spent the 
most exciting afternoon of my life/' said Kalph. 

'* Agreed," cried Fred. 

" Let us go and wash our hands ; dinner will 
soon be ready/' said Ralph, preparing to leave 
the room. "Now, mother, leave off admiring 
those infernal dresses, and get ready for dinner. 
Fred and I shall come back, and take you and 
the girl downstairs." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



A BEAR HUNT. 



rilHERE was a time, even within the last thirty 
-*■ years, when the bear and wolf were to be 
found in most of the valleys of Norway. The 
advance of civilization has expelled them from 
their ancient haunts. The wolf is now no 
longer to be found in Norway, save in the path- 
less wilds of Nordland and Finmark, and the 
bear has been driven to the fastnesses of the 
mountains, far from the presence of man. .He is 
a wanderer, the Norwegian bear; a price has 
been put upon his head, and many ate they who 
labour for his ruin. He is a wanderer, yet is he 
no coward. From mountain to mountain he 
roams in quest of the berries which form his 
favourite food ; fearless of foes, yet taught by 
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instinct to shun his mortal enemy. Unlike the 
timid deer, that travels against the wind, ever 
on the alert to sniff the presence of danger, sus- 
picious of every rustling leaf, the bear marches 
proudly onwards, down the wind, not caring 
what peril may be before him. Man he regards 
more in the light of a most undesirable ac- 
quaintance, whose presence is to be shunned, 
than in that of an enemy. Should Bruin in his 
travels meet him, he will give him a wide berth, 
but he will do so proudly, neither quickening 
his pace, nor evincing the least fear. Towards 
mankind in general Bruin bears no enmity ; his 
only desire is to be left alone. Great is his 
disgust when he discovers that man is following 
him ; he will not turn, nor quicken his pace, nor 
seek to elude his pursuer by stratagem, but will 
march straight on, over rock and moss, in the 
hope of shaking off his undesirable follower. It 
is very rarely that he attacks man unprovoked, 
but should man attack him and wound him, 
then it is war to the death between them. 
Bruin, when enraged, is a terrible adversary, 
and the boldest hunters hesitate to tackle him 
single-handed. Winter, when he is hibernating 
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and drowsy, is the time generally selected for 
his destruction. 

Bruin is not naturally carnivorous, but there 
^re times when his natural food runs short, and 
then hunger compels him to vary his diet, and 
make a meal off a cow or calf, or even a horse, 
if he can succeed in catching one grazing near 
a sseter. It is purely an acquired taste, that 
which some bears have for animal food, but, un- 
fortuately, like other acquired tastes, it is 
strengthened by indulgence. As long as Bruin 
confines himself to his natural food, the peasants 
leave him to his own devices ; but when he kills 
their cattle they take up arms against him, and 
turn out in great force, either to slay him — an 
event which seldom comes off — or to scare him 
from the neighbourhood, by making a great 
noise, in which they are generally successful, 
Bruin being a particularly quiet animal, and 
hating noise, especially that made by gun- 
powder. 

Coiner and Kihlvold found, upon their arrival 
in Kvoenerdal, that a grand klap-jagt had been 
held the day before, in honour of the bear that 
had slain Hans' cow, and committed other de- 
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predations in the neighbourhood. Some twenty 
men, the majority of them Lapps, had gone to^ 
gether in pursuit of the offending beast. They 
had pursued him for many miles, and failing to 
overtake him by nightfall, had fired off their 
guns and muskets, and dispersed to their dif- 
ferent homes. This was extremely disappoint- 
ing to our two friends, who knew that the klap* 
jagt must have scared the bear far away from 
Evoenerdal; but they had no idea of abandoning 
their projected expedition. Having obtained 
information as to the direction of the spoor, 
they put on their snow-shoes, and, taking a 
Lapp with them as guide, plunged boldly into 
the wilds, and soon struck the spoor of the 
offending bear. 

For three weeks they followed up the tracks 
without overtaking the monster that they were 
pursuing. Over fjelds, across valleys, through 
woods. Bruin led them a rare dance. At night 
they bivouacked in caves, or amongst the rocks, 
or, occasionally, in huts known to the Lapp. 
Their pelzer and kommager^ made of reindeer 
skin, dressed with the hair outside, were torn to 
shreds ; their sJdery or snow-shoes, were broken ; 
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their provisions were exhausted; still they 
never thought of abandoning the chase. Ob- 
taining food as they best could, they pushed 
on, knowiug that with the disappearance of 
snow from the fjelds must vanish all their hopes 
of finding the bear. It was a weary chase, but 
to Coiner it brought relief. Kihlvold followed 
his friend without attempting to dissuade him 
from the pursuit, and as for the Lapp, he 
plodded on contentedly enough, happy in the 
knowledge that Bruin's death would be the 
means of putting him in possession of five dol- 
lars — about a guinea — ^a sum to him of almost 
fabulous magnitude. 

They are a curious race, the Lapps. Simple 
in their habits and wants, affectionate in their 
nature, fervent in their religion, trusting to 
heaven for what the morrow may bring, they 
afford a lesson to other Christian people. A 
Lapp has no cares ; he lives on for the day 
alone, taking but little thought for the friture ; 
the future he leaves to God. Crime is almost 
unknown amongst his race, for their induce- 
ments to crime are but few. They are mostly 
nomads, wandering with their herds of reindeer 

VOL. III. L 
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from fjeld to fjeld, in search of the moss upon 
which their reindeer thrive. To these nomads 
their reindeer are all in all ; their skins supply 
them with clothes and tents ; their flesh forms 
their chief food ; their milk, richer than that of 
any other animal, gives them cheese and whole- 
some drink; their sinews provide them with 
flshing-lines. Were it not for the reindeer, the 
vast snow-covered fjelds would be impassable 
in Wintert For days together the patient 
reindeer will drag a heavily-laden pulk through 
the deepest snow, without rest and without 
tiring. He is the camel of the north. The 
Lapp seems to partake of the nature of his 
faithful friend. Early in the morning he will 
arise, and make his frugal meal ; then he will 
set forth, and tramp over mountain and morass 
until nightfall, when he will lie down, perhaps 
in garments that are wet through, and sleep 
soundly, until morning shall summon him to 
resume his march. Like his reindeer, he never 
seems to tire. What he has suffices for his 
"wants ; what he has not, he cares not for. 
Amongst the Norwegians there is an absurd 
prejudice against these simple-minded people, 
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derived, perhaps, from the ancient superstition 
that they were magicians. The Norwegians 
treat them very kindly, but, nevertheless, they 
regard them as beings of an inferior race, 
and look down upon them in much the same 
manner as Americans look down upon people 
of colour. The Lapps are, consequently, shy 
and reserved when in the presence of those 
who are accustomed to despise them. Coiner 
knew nothing of this prejudice, and Kihlvold 
was too liberal-minded to indulge in it ; the 
result was that Nils, their guide, conceived a 
strong attachment to the two friends — an 
attachment that was to bear good fruits. 

They had traced the spoor of the bear to a 
small valley, the sides of which were covered 
with birch and brushwood. Through the bot- 
tom of the valley ran a broad stream, then 
frozen over. The spoor j which seemed very 
uew, led to the brushwood. The three hunters 
halted, and consulted as to their best course of 
proceeding. 

" Nils tells me," said Kihlvold, « that he be- 
lieves that the bear must be in this valley. If 
you look upwards, you will see that a cliff runs 

l2 
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along the top of this mountain side. The bear 
cannot possibly get up there." 

" True," observed Coiner, regarding the cliflF; 
" but the bear will go straight on. Why should 
he stay here t" 

" There is a sheer precipice, over which the 
stream pours, at the end of the valley. It 
is impossible, according to Nils, that he can 
climb up it. Supposing him to be here, he must 
cross the stream and go up the other side to 
es,cape." 

" I perceive," answered Coiner. " Then you 
wish me to remain down here to intercept 
him r 

"Exactly so," said Kihlvold. " Nils will follow 
up the spoor, and I shall go along the mountain- 
side, a little below him. Do you walk along the 
bottom, keeping a sharp look out for me. I 
shall fire if I see the bear." 

" Very well," replied Coiner, examining the 
cartridge that he had in his rifle ; and Eihlvold 
and Nils made their way up the side of the 
mountain. 

Coiner trudged on through the deep snow, 
watching the movements of his companions. 
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Soon he saw Nils and Eihlvold pause in their 
ascent, and hold a conference; then the Lapp 
proceeded np the mountain side into the thick 
brushwood, where Coiner lost sight of him ; 
Kihlvold walked straight on, where the brush- 
wood was thinner. Suddenly Kihlvold halted ; 
a shot rang out and awoke the slumbering 
echoes. It was from the Lapp ; Kihlvold rush- 
ed up the mountain in the direction of the 
sound, and Coiner, whose heart began to beat 
faster, stood still, and cocking his rifle, awaited 
the hoped-for coming of the bear. No bear ap- 
peared, but presently Kihlvold emerged from 
the brushwood, and by his gestures urged 
Coiner to run on ahead. Away floundered Coi- 
ner through the deep snow, keeping an anxious 
look-out for the appearance of the bear. At 
last, out of breath, he reached a spot where the 
opposite bank rose perpendicularly from the 
stream. There he stopped, feeling sure that no 
bear could cross the stream beyond that point. 
The valley contracted, and he could see in the 
distance the tall precipice over which the stream 
poured. There Coiner stayed, until Kihlvold, 
panting with his exertions, came up to him. 
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'* Have you seen the bear t" cried Kihlvold, 
eagerly. 

" No," answered Coiner. " He has not crossed 
the stream." 

" Then we have him in a trap, for he can't 
get out of this valley. He is on ahead." 

« Did Nils fire at him r 

"Yes; he came upon him lying dovni. I 
suspect that his hand shook, for he missed 
him." 

"What can one expect of a miserable old 
musket like his ?" exclaimed Coiner, in disgust. 
The Lapp thought that his weapon was the per- 
fection of gunmaking ; but as it was tied on to 
a home-made stock by strips of reindeer skin, 
Coiner could not be induced to believe in its 
excellence. 

" Nils says that it is a monstrous bear, as big 
as a horse," continued Kihlvold. " His fears may 
have magnified its size. When he fired at it, 
the bear rose on its hind legs and stared at 
him. Nils fell fiat on his face, and the bear 
marched straight oif up the valley." 

*' Are you sure that it has not turned ?" asked 
Coiner. 
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" Certain ; I saw its spoor myself. Ah, there 
is Nils, waving his hand to us to go on. Now, 
my friend, come on. We are sure of our game 
at last 1" 

" Shall I keep along the bottom t" 

*'Yes, when the bear turns he must come 
along here. I shall go up the side of the 
mountain again." 

The valley contracted more and moie, and 
the courses Of the three hunters converged. 
They were nearing the precipice that hemmed 
in the valley, and Coiner was beginning to fear 
that, after all, the bear had escaped them. . He 
could see the Lapp picking his way over the 
rocks, some couple of hundred yards above him ; 
Eihlvold was half-way between them. Coiner 
was looking at Nils when, all of a sudden, he saw 
the Lapp level his ancient piece and fire ; then 
a brown mass seemed to iise from the ground 
and precipitate itself upon the Lapp. Nils was 
in danger. Kihlvold saw it, and proceeded to 
his aid. Coiner, too, hurried up the mountain 
side as fast as the broken ground permitted. 
He had not got half-way ere he heard a 
second shot. The ascent was so steep that 



152 THE THREE OXONIANS. 

he was unable to look upward without stopping 
to do so, so he toiled on to the help of his 
companions, without pausing to observe the 
effect of the second shot. Soon he heard that 
which made him stop — deep, angry growls and 
cries for help, just above him. He looked up, 
and within twenty yards of him saw a sight that 
sent a thrill of fear — fear not for himself though 
— through his veins. 

The Lapp had come upon the bear suddenly ; 
he had fired at it, and wounded it in the neck. 
Maddened by the wound, the animal had spning 
upon him. Nils was a crafty hunter, and knew 
the likeliest means of escape. He threw himself 
upon his face, and lay motionless, scarcely 
breathing. The bear had thrown itself upon 
him, and was rending his stout reindeer pcBsk 
with its long claws, when Kihlvold came to his 
aid. Kihlvold had fired at the bear, but, flur- 
ried by excitement or by his up-hill run, he had 
missed. Quitting the Lapp, the bear hastened 
to attack the new enemy. Kihlvold threw away 
his rifle and drew his long hunting-knife, but 
the knife was dashed from his hand ere he 
could use it, and the monster, falling upon him, 



A BEAR HUNT. 153 

bore him to the ground. Kihlvold had fallen on 
his back ; in another instant he would have been 
torn to death. Nerved to superhuman exertion 
by the sense of his danger, the Norwegian rais^ 
ed himself from the ground, and throwing his 
arms round the bear, clutched the monster in a 
close embrace. The bear tried to shake him off, 
and to get at him with those terrible claws ; 
Kihlvold clung on for dear life, uttering cries 
for assistance. 

Coiner's hand trembled as he levelled his 
rifle at the bear ; he feared that he might hit 
his friend. The animal kept moving round and 
round in a circle, striving to free himself from his 
embracer. Waiting until the bear's head was 
towards him, at last Coiner fired, and, without 
a second's delay, extracted the empty cartridge 
from his rifle and inserted a second. He was 
but just in time. With a loud roar of pain, the 
bear reared itself upon his hind legs and rushed 
down the mountain side at its assailant. Kihl- 
vold's strength failed him ; he relinquished his 
grasp, and fell to the ground. All feeling of 
nervousness had left Coiner. He had just time 
to level his rifle, to wonder what would happen 
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fibould bis cartridge miss fire, to aim steadily at 
the bear's beart as the beast rose to hurl itself 
upon him, and to poll the trigger. The mons- 
ter paused, tottered, fell. There were a few 
spasmodic convulsions of its mighty limbs, and 
it was dead, shot through the heart. Coiner 
hastened to the assistance of his friend. 

*'Well, Kihlvold, my friend, any bones 
broken f " he asked, helping the Norwegian to 
rise. 

" No, but I feel uncommonly sore ; the brute 
squeezed me against the ground." 

" That is all right ; Nils seems none the worse 
for his encounter ; he is loading that vile old 
musket again. What a pity it is that the bear 
did not smash it I " 

Nils was unhurt. His pcesk was torn to rib- 
bons, but, thanks to his stout covering, the bear 
had not wounded him. He completed his load- 
ing, and then proceeded to inspect the slain. 
Coiner and Kihlvold joined him in his inspec- 
tion, but the united efforts of all three could 
barely move the monster. At last they man- 
aged to roll it down the mountain, and then« 
drawing their knives, set to work to flay it* 
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They found the Lapp's bullet just underneath 
the skin of the bear's neck. Coiner's first shot 
had struck the bear upon the shoulder, and had 
tunnelled a hole down the length of its back. 
He had fired too high, fearing lest he should hit 
Kihlvold, and the wound was but skin-deep. 

" Nils tells me that we are not more than seven 
miles from Kvcenerdal," said Kihlvold, who had 
been questioning the Lapp upon the subject of 
their whereabouts. 

" Seven miles," repeated Coiner, calculating 
the distance. " That is about fifty-two English 
miles. How do you propose to get back there I 
We must not leave this skin and all this meat 
behind us ; and yet it will be a nuisance to carry 
it." 

** He says that there is an encampment of 
Lapps two or three fjelds off, where we can get 
pulks and reindeer." 

**He talks of fjelds as if they were houses!" 
exclaimed Coiner ; " ask him how long it will 
take us to get to them. If long, we might as 
well make our way straight back to Kvcenerdal, 
unless you are particularly anxious to hug ano- 
ther bear." 
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"Heaven forbid I" cried Kihlvold, laughing. 
" Nils thinks that we ought to get to the en- 
campment in six or eight hours. Besides, it is 
on our way to Kvoenerdal." 

" In that case, let us go to it. I haven't the 
least idea of the time ; it seems to be past mid- 
day, though." 

" Let us not mind the time, my friend," re- 
plied Kihlvold. " As for me, I have no idea of 
the day of the month. How long have we been 
absent from KvsBnerdal, Nils ? " he asked, ad- 
dressing their guide in Lappish. 

" This is the twenty-second day," answered 
Nils. 

"Only think of that, Coiner I" exclaimed 
Kihlvold. " Well, we have slain the bear, so our 
time has been well spent." 

" Are we to take the meat with us 1" asked 
Coiner. 

" Only a part of it," replied Kihlvold. " We 
can take the skin and the hams, the rest can 
be left here." 

" But will not the wolves and gluttons eat 

itr 

" We shall hang it up a tree, and Nils will 
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tie his red scarf to a bough to keep the eagles 
off." 

" Very well. What is Nils doing now f " 

" Making a kelka — a little sledge, in which we 
can pack the skin and hams. It will be easy 
work to pull it over the snow." 

" He is an ingenious fellow. Do you think 
that we shall get back to Kvcenerdal to-morrow f 

" Yes, I am sure of it. You are anxious to get 
back, are you not? You should find letters 
from England awaiting you there. I am very 
desirous of learning the result of your letter to 
your fi-iend." 

'^ I hardly think that I can expect an answer 
yet," replied Coiner. " It is possible, though, 
that by the time we get back to Tromso there 
will be one there." 

" But you are coming with me to Hammer- 
fest I" cried Kihlvold. " We must go to Ham- 
merfest first." 

" It will not be much out of our way to go 
via Tromso, instead of up the Alten Fiord, will 
it?" asked Coiner. 

" It will make a difference of two or three 
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days," answered his friendL " 1 can tell you the 
best plan to adopt. You sbaU go with me to 
Hammerfest, and thence you shall aend a tele- 
gram to the Postmaster at Tromso, requesting 
him to forward your letters to you by the finA 
steamer." 

" Let us not settle anything now," said Coi- 
ner. " When we get back to Evoenerdal, or to 
Skorpo, we can arrange matters. Let us load 
the kelka that Nil has made." 

The Lapp had fashioned a sledge out of the 
bark of a birch-tree, and was proceeding to pack 
the skin and meat in it. With the help of the 
two friends, the packing was soon finished. 
They then suspended the rest of the meat from 
the boughs of a tree, sufficiently high from the 
ground to defy the attempts of wolves and 
foxes to get at it. Then they harnessed them- 
selves to the kelkuy and proceeding down the fro- 
zen river, pulled their spoils after them. It was 
a weary trudge, uphill and down dale, to the 
encampment of the Lapps ; but after a march of 
seven hours, they reached it. Introduced by 
Nils, they were received with all honour by the 
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kindly Lapps, and over a smoking dish of bear- 
meat, forgot, in the enjoyment of that luxury, 
all the privations of the past three weeks. 
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CHAPTER IX. i 



STIRRING EVENTS. 

rpHERE were great rejoicings in Kvoenerdal 
^ when the news came that the murder of 
Hans' cow had been avenged. In days of old 
the Lapps were wont to honour the slayer of a 
bear by dancing round him, and singing songs 
in praise of his daring. It was a matter of sin- 
cere regret to the good Hans that he was un- 
able to vent his thankfulness in some such man- 
ner — but the worthy man did what he could ; 
he produced his aquavit and drank skoal with 
Coiner and Kihlvold, and anybody else who 
would drink it with him, until he was half- 
fuddled. In the midst of the rejoicing came 
Lars Petersen from Skorpo. Having duly 
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lauded the prowess of the three hunters, he un- 
folded to Eahlvold and Coiner the cause of his 
visit to Kvcenerdal. 

**Two days since, my gentlemen, I was in 
Tromso with my fish," he explained, "and, 
when there, there came the steamer from the 
south. Then I thought, shall I not inquire if the 
steamer has brought letters for the English 
gentleman ? Shall I not take them with me if 
it has I For what reason shall I not inquire f 
Also I thought " 

" Yes, yes, my worthy Petersen," interrupted 
Eihlvold, "your thoughts do credit to your 
wisdom ; but tell us at once if you have brought 
any letters for my friend." 

" I have two letters for the English gentle- 
man," answered Lars, " Then I thought, shall 
I take them to Kvoenerdal f " 

" And have you brought them I" asked Coi- 
ner. 

" Yes, sir, they are here ;" and Lars produced 
the two letters, folded up in a newspaper, from 
the depths of a capacious pocket. 

"Are they from your friend to whom you 
sent that letter?" inquired Eihlvold, eagerly. 

VOL. in. M 
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" One is from him ; the other is from my 
mother. Get rid of Lars and stroll up the 
shore with me, that we may see what is in 
them." 

"We are very much obliged to you, good 
Lars. Thanks shall you have," said Kihlvold 
to the merchant. "Go you now and drink 
^kaal wth Hans ; see, he awaits you." 

" Immediately," answered Lars ; " but, see 
there, my gentlemen, what is that for a vessel I 
Surely it is a steamer ; but what does it here ? 
I do not know it." 

Kihlvold and Coiner gazed in the direction 
indicated by Lars, and saw a small steamer, 
with tall masts, slowly rounding a distant 
point. 

" Yes, it is a steamer," said Kihlvold, " but 
what of that ? Doubtless she is a trader. Go 
you and drink skoal. Come, my friend ;" and, 
taking Coiner's arm, he strolled along the 
beach. 

"What news is there in your letter?" he 
asked, after a few minutes' silence, during which 
Coiner wus reading. 

*'This is my mother's letter," answered his 
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friend. "It is kind. She wishes me to return 
home — she sends me money.'* 

"And shall you return home, dear Coiner?" 
inquired Kihlvold. 

" Not yet/' muttered Coiner, knitting his 
brows — "I cannot return yet." 

" Examine your other letter. I am all curi- 
osity to know what news it brings you." 

" Listen ; I will read it to you," answered 
Coiner, tearing open the envelope. He cast his 
eyes over the first few lines — " Great Heaven 1 
what is this?" he cried. "Stay, Kihlvold, I 
cannot read this to yon yet ;" and, with feverish 
haste, he perused the letter that he held in his 
hand. It was that written by Haller in fulfil- 
ment of his promise to Polly : 

"Upon my word, dear Tommy, you have 
behaved shamefully 1 Yes ; I, the friend of your 
childhood, declare your conduct to have been 
well-nigh unpardonable. If you don't pack up 
your traps and return to England at once, I 
shall renounce your friendship for ever. Be, 
therefore, a good and obedient Tommy, and 
lose no time in coming back to your disconso- 
late friends. Longley is writing to you, and he- 

m2 
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will tell you, in soberer language than I have 
at my command just now, of the wonderful 
events which to-day has brought forth. I don't 
feel a bit sober ; I should like to do something 
desperate. Alas I I must restrain my impulse ! 
Forgive my vagueness, and let me tell you the 
causes of my excitement. Your supposition was 
correct ; Mr. Williams turns out to be not mere- 
ly somebody else, but a baronet into the bar- 
gain. The Coulters appear to be most unutter- 
able villains ; they are at the bottom of every- 
thing. It is they who have carried off Miss 
Serrall, against her will ; yes, I dare swear most 
solemnly that it was altogether against her 
will. She was not false to my Tommy ; no, the 
whole affair has been an abominable plot against 
her for her money — for she is a rich heiress. 
But, Tommy, my friend, how was it that you 
told us nothing about her sister? Was that 
like a good and friendly Tommy I She is such 
a nice little thing ! If only Lottie is like her, 
she must indeed be a prize ! You should have 
heard her stick up for Lottie; it made me feel 
quite ashamed of you, my Tommy. But it 
wasn't your fault, perhaps, so I shall not scold 
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you. Come back at once, and we'll hunt up 
these Coulters, and smite them hip and thigh I 
We'll confound their knavish tricks, as our 
favourite poet sings. I must conclude now as 
abruptly as I began — Longley says that we 
shall miss the post if I don't. Good-bye, Tom- 
my, and hasten back to gladden the heart of 
your loving Punch." 

Coiner's brain was in a whirl as he read this 
strange letter. He handed it to Kihlvold, with- 
out a word, and eagerly turned to Longley's 
communication. 

" Dear old Man, 

" We write in haste, to save a post. 
You must return to England at once. The 
letter which you forwarded to me has led to 
certain wonderful discoveries. Mr. Williams 
proves to be Sir William Serrall, a cousin of 
yours, who dropped his title on account of his 
poverty. Your letter was the means of dis- 
covering a will made in favour of Sir William's 
children, by a certain Mr. Wilson, a rich brother- 
in-law of his. It seems beyond a doubt that 
this will has been the cause of your misfortunes. 
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By it, Miss Serrall, your Miss Williams, inherits 
a very large fortune. The Coulters are rela- 
tions of hers, and, in the absence of this lately- 
found will, they have come in for Mr. Wilson's 
property. It has been ascertained that it was 
with the two brothers Coulter that Miss Wil- 
liams — or, rather, Serrall — ^went away ; and as 
it is pretty certain that she never saw either of 
them before the day of her departure from 
home, there is every reason to believe that sh^ 
was decoyed from home by some foul means. 
What those means were is unknown. They 
must have learnt that she was entitled to her 
uncle's property, which they were then enjoy- 
ing, and hoped that by carrying her off they 
might continue in the enjoyment of it. There 
is a mystery about the whole affair, which we 
must labour to clear up. No news of Miss Ser- 
rall has been received since her departure ; and 
this fact in itself is an argument in favour of 
the supposition that she has been carried off 
against her will. Let me hasten to assure you 
that, from what I have heard, I do not for a 
moment suppose that she has been false to you. 
She is the victim of some abominable plot, 
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which we must discover and punish. Come 
home at once. If you are in need of funds, 
draw upon me at my bankers. I shall give 
orders on the subject. Sir William repents 
bitterly of having misjudged his daughter, of 
whose innocence he is now thoroughly con- 
vinced. Lose no time in returning to England. 
I must conclude now, congratulating you with 
all my heart upon this happy change in the 
aspect of affairs. With every good wish, I am 
ever yours, 

" Frank Longley." 

"Read that, Kihlvold," exclaimed Coiner, 
handing Longley's letter to his friend. "Do 
not speak to me." And he seated himself upon 
a large stone, and burying his face in his hands, 
offered up a prayer of fervent thankfulness to 
his Maker. 

" Was it not the hand of Providence that 
brought us here ?" said Kihlvold, solemnly, after 
he had perused the letter. 

" It was indeed I" cried Coiner, looking up, 
his eyes glistening. "My darling is true to 
me — may Heaven forgive me for having mis- 
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judged her I Oh! Kihlvold, I am so happy." 

"Dear friend," answered the Norwegian, 
" your happiness is mine. But there is a plot 
against her. You must return to England." 

" Yes, I must start at once 1" Coiner exclaim- 
ed, springing up. 

There was a look of sadness in Kihl void's 
eyes^ as he said, *^ You will go at once — you will 
frustrate this plot, and all will be happiness for 
you in England, far away from gamU NorgeJ* 

" I shall never forget Norway I" cried Coiner, 
seizing his friend's hand. 

"I can never forget you, dear Coiner," an- 
swered Kihlvold. 

" Nor I you, dear Kihlvold," replied Coiner, 
earnestly. "But come," and the two men 
walked towards the gaard in silence. 

" That is a beautiful little vessel I" exclaimed 
Kihlvold, suddenly. *^ What can she be ? She 
is about to anchor." 

The vessel which had attracted the attention 
of Lars Peterson had arrived at the bottom of 
the fiord, whilst the two friends were perusing 
the letters from England. There was a rattling 
of chains on board of her ; the sound of a plunge 
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as the anchor dropped into the deep^ green 
water, and then the little craft ceased to glide 
onwards, and lay at anchor some hundred yards 
from the shore. 

" It is a yacht — an English yacht," cried Coi- 
ner. " What brings her here ? She may be go- 
ing to Tromso to-day. Perhaps her owner will 
give us a passage. I will go aboard and ask. 
Here is a boat that I can take." 

** Shall I accompany you I" asked Kihlvold. 

" No, my friend. Will you go to the guard, 
and put our thiugs together, that we may lose 
no time?" 

" Very well," assented Kihlvold. " These 
fellows, I suppose, are drinking still? I can 
only see Nils and a few Lapps outside the 
house." 

Thus saying, Kihlvold proceeded towards the 
gaard. Coiner sprang into a little skiff that 
was lying upon the shore, and pulled off to the 
yacht. A sailor assisted him to make his boat 
fast, then he leapt lightly over the side on to 
the deck. A man advanced to meet him — a 
man with a long black beard, whose face Coiner 
thought that he knew. 
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" Ton are English, of course !" said Coiner, 
raising his cap in salutation. ^' May I ask if it 
is your intention to leave here soon f ' 

'' In a few days," answered the bearded man^ 

" Thank you. 1 fear that it will not do for 
me. I am very anxious to get to Trorasd soon, 
and 1 thought that if you were about to proceed 
there at once, you might oblige me by taking 
me with you." 

" I regret that I cannot do so to-day, but if I 
can take you in two or three days' time, I shall 
be very happy." 

*' You are very kind," replied Coiner, " but I 
cannot accept your offer. Never mind, I shall 
be able to get a boat." 

" This gentleman wants to go to Tromso at 
once, Fred," said the bearded man, addressing 
one who had just come on deck. " I have ex- 
pressed to him my regret that we cannot take 
him to-day. Is the Mater coming up 1" 

" Yes," answered Fred. ** She is longing to 
get ashore. Won't old Hans be surprised to 
see us t" 

"You have been here before?" inquired 
Coiner. 
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"Yes, we were out here last Summer," re- 
plied Fred Coulter. 

" Indeed 1" cried Coiner, in amazement. Was 
it possible, he asked himself, that these two men 
could be the Coulters I 

" Here comes the Mater," said Ralph, hasten- 
ing to assist his mother up the cabin stairs. 

Mrs. Coulter emerged from the hatchway, 
leading by the hand some one, at the sight of 
whom Coiner's blood seemed to turn to ice. He 
staggered across the deck towards her. 

" Lottie 1" he gasped, in a hoarse, wild cry. 

Lottie turned towards him ; she broke from 
Mrs. Coulter, and, with an exclamation of joy, 
flew to Coiner's side. 

" You have come, my darling!" she murmured. 
" Yes, 1 knew that he would come I My life, 
my soul has come I" And she laughed a strange, 
wild laugh, and seized her lover's arm. < Then 
she started back ; her hand sought her bosom ; 
fihe drew forth the torn letter and kissed it. 
'^ He has come to us, darling I" she whispered, 
to the soiled and torn pages. " You told me 
that he was near," and again she kissed her 
precious letter. 
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" What is this f thundered Ralph Coulter. 
"Mother, take the girl to the cabin. Fred, 
have the anchor weighed, and steam got up 
again. We must leave this accursed place. 
Come, girl." And seizing Lottie by the wrist, 
he endeavoured to draw her from Coiner's 
side. 

With a cry of alarm, the young girl threw 
her arms round her lover's neck. Coiner's left 
arm encircled her waist; with his right hand 
he disengaged her wrist from Ralph's grasp. 

"Who are you, sir I" said Ralph, his fece 
livid with rage. " Do you dare to lay hands on 
this young lady ?" 

" My name, sir, is Coiner," replied the young 
man, fiercely. " Tou have carried this young 
lady away from her home." 

" It is a lie 1" roared Ralph. " Relinquish 
your hold of her, or, by God, it shall fare badly 
with you !" 

Coiner tightened his clasp, and turned boldly 
towards his threatener. 

"I shall restore her to her fether," he an- 
swered. 

" Hark, sir," exclaimed Ralph, struggling to 
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control his passion, "the girl is mad, quite mad, 
and we are taking care of her. Speak to her, 
if you doubt what I say." 

Lottie, beloved onel" said Coiner, suppli- 
catingly, " you know me, do you not ?" 

Lottie looked up into his face, and smiled 
happily, but she said nothing. 

"She cannot understand a word you say," 
cried Ralph. ' " She is an idiot, and she is under 
our care. I do not know who you may be, sir, 
but I decline to give her up to yon. Mother, 
come and take her away," he added, angrily, 
addressing Mrs. Coulter, who sat trembling upon 
a seat. 

"By what infernal means you may have 
driven her out of her mind — if she is indeed 
mad, as you say — I do not know," cried Coiner, 
straining Lottie to his heart ; " but I shall not 
suffer you to carry her off from me. I shall 
take her to her father.'' 

" You will not suffer me to take her away !" 
exclaimed Ralph. " Who can prevent my doing 

80 r 

" I can, and I shall I" declared Coiner, trem- 
bling with excitement. 
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^The anchor's weighed, and steam will be 
up in another minnt^" whispered Fred to his 
brother. 

Coiner caught the words. ** Til hilfen I" he 
shouted, at the top of his voice. 

A commotion was visible amongst the Lapps 
who were on the shore. Coiner saw Nils urging 
them on with wild gesticulations. They seized 
a large boat that was drawn up upon the beach, 
and ran it down into the fiord. At that mo- 
ment the screw of the yacht began slowly to 
revolve. 

" Til hilfen I" shouted Coiner again, in despe- 
ration. 

" Release the girl 1" cried Ralph, again seizing 
Lottie. 

Lottie shrieked, and clung more closely to 
her lover. 

" Dearest boy," cried Mrs. Coulter to her son, 
" let him take her — ^let them go — I implore you 
to let them go." 

** You are mad 1" said her son savagely. 
" Release your hold, sir, or, by heaven, I shall 
do you an injury 1" 

Seizing Lottie by the waist, Ralph Coulter 
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aimed a fierce blow at Coiner's encircling arm. 
The young man received it without flinching ; 
then, drawing himself up to his full height, 
w^ith his clenched right hand he struck Ralph 
Coulter a terrific blow between the eyes. Ralph 
staggered back, then rushed blindly at his 
enemy. Again, with fearful force. Coiner's fist 
was planted between his eyes, and Ralph fell 
senseless upon the deck. 

" Here, men, help I he is a madman — seize 
him I" cried Fred Coulter to the three sailors 
who formed the yacht's crew. 

Coiner cast a rapid glance towards the boat 
that was hastening to his aid ; he saw the 
waters speeding past the sides of the yacht ; he 
saw the rowers struggling to reach him. His 
practised eye told him that there was but little 
hope of that clumsy boat overtaking the yacht. 
Raising Lottie in his arms as had she been a 
feather, with one great bound he cleared the 
bulwarks, and the next instant the green waters 
of the fiord closed over his head. 

How deep he sank ! Should he never rise to 
the surface again? He looked upwards, and 
saw the daylight shining far above him. A 
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sense of suffocation almost ov^powered Inm. 
Then brighter grew the azore light* and he 
rose to the snr&ce. Lottie was dinging to his 
right arm ; his left, injured by Coulter's blow, 
was well-nigh useless. Wildly he gazed into 
the £aLce of his darling ; she had feinted ; her 
eyes were closed, bnt a happy smile played 
aroond her lips. 

"Oh! my beloved,'* he cried in his agony, 
** loosen my arm T' 

Lottie heard not his words ; she opened not 
her eyes, nor loosened she her deadly embrace. 
Her dress clung to his legs, and rendered them 
powerless. Coiner's thick clothes and heavy 
boots dragged him downwards. He saw the 
rowers striving to reach him— oh ! how far off 
they seemed I Could be but hold out for an- 
other minute, they should be saved. Bravely 
be struggled against the terrible weight that 
was dragging him downwards ; madly he bat- 
tled with the cruel waters. His strength was 
failing him ; for a second his efforts flagged ; 
once more the waters closed over his head; 
again he rose to the surface. Oh I could he but 
disengage his right arm from Lottie's embrace I 
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No ; her grasp had stiffened into the rigidity of 
death. The boat was nearing them ; it was but 
thirty — twenty yards from him.. Struggle on, 
brave heart, for a few brief seconds, and thou 
shalt be saved! But fainter grew Coiner's 
efiorts ; a blinding film rose before his eyes ; 
the listlessness of utter exhaustion seized upon 
him ; he could do no more. He threw himself 
backwards upon the water, he locked his dar- 
ling in his arms, and a strange sensation of 
calmness crept over him as, for the third time, 
he sank beneath the waves. Something touched 
him as he was sinking ; he threw out his left 
arm, and grasped the blade of an oar that Nils 
had thrust to him. Carefully the Lapp drew 
him and his burden to the surface ; a dozen 
friendly hands seized him, and lifted him into 
the boat. There he and his darling lay, sense- 
less, locked in each other's arms. 

The Lapps rowed speedily back to the shore, 
where stood many anxious spectators of the 
struggle for life. With gentle force they dis- 
engaged the lovers from each other's embrace, 
and then laboured to restore them to life. Coi- 
ner soon recovered his senses ; he stared wildly 
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around him. Eihlvold was kneeling by his 
side ; Coiner grasped the arm of the Norwegian. 

" Where is she f — where is Lottie f " he cried. 

" Be calm, dear friend," said Bahlvold ; " she 
is safe — you have saved her. They have borne 
her to the house, where the wife of Hans is 
tending her. Thank Heaven, dear Coiner, that 
you are saved 1" And Kihlvold took Coiner's 
hands between his own, and tenderly sought to 
chafe them into warmth. 

" I am weak — help me up," begged Coiner. 

The Norwegian assisted him to his feet. 
Coiner could scarcely stand without assistance. 
Leaning on Eihlvold's arm, he proceeded slowly 
towards Hans' house. 

" And is it indeed she f — ^your ijcBreste ?" asked 
Kihlvold. 

" It is," answered Coiner, feebly, for he felt 
very weak. 

"Truly there is a Providence that has 
brought you here I" exclaimed Eihlvold, in tone 
of fervent thankfulness. 

" Where is she I— I must see her !" cried Coi- 
ner, entering the house. 

Hans led him into the little sitting-room. 
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There Lottie lay upon some blankets. Fru 
Hans and two Lapp women were chafing her 
hands and feet. A great cry burst finom Coi- 
ner's lips as he saw the pale^ senseless^ face of 
his darling. 

" Is she dead T" he asked in terror. 

**No," answered Fru Hans, smiling. "The 
beautiful maiden lives. I can feel her heart 
beating against my hand. ** Oh I you torsk^ you 
cod-fish I" she cried to Elvira, her daughter, 
who just then entered the room, bearing flannels 
in her hand, «why have you been so long? 
Place them on the stove — ^make them right 
hot — now give them to me." And taking the 
warm flannels, she applied them to Lottie. 

•* Thank Heaven Ihat she lives !" exclaimed 
Coiner. He knelt down by Lottie, and watched 
with breathless interest the efforts of the women 
to restore her to consciousness. 

A &int glow appeared on Lottie's pale cheeks ; 
her lips moved ; then suddenly she opened her 
eyes. With a passionate exclamation of joy, 
Coiner bent over her. 

" Darling one," he cried, « can you hear me I 
— can you speak to me t" 
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Lottie's eyes met his. In hers there was an 
expression of wonder, of terror. Did she know 
him 1 Was it tme that her senses had gone, 
as Coiner had been told ? A great dread stole 
over the young man's mind at the thought. 
In tones, tremulous with anxiety, he repeated 
his question. Lottie struggled to rise; her 
strength was unequal to the effort, and she fell 
back again. The look of terror had fled from 
her eyes ; she gazed yearningly at Cokier, and 
murmured, so faintly that only Coiners ear 
caught the words, " My own love T 

She had recognised him. What rash act 
Coiner would have perpetrated in his joy is un- 
certain, but the worthy Fru Hans, a stalwart 
matron, seized him by his collar, and dragged 
him away from Lottie. 

*^Wbat is this for madness?" she asked, 
severely. " Would you kill the beautiful maid- 
en ? Get you away I" And the good woman 
again applied herself to chafing Lottie's hands. 
Coiner knelt by her, watching her efforts in 
silence. The eyes of his beloved were riveted 
upon his face ; she strove to extend a hand to 
him. In spite of Fru Hans' denunciation of 
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such conduct, Coiner seized the hand of his 
darling, and covered it with kisses. 

" Where am I ?" murmured Lottie, at last. 

"With me, beloved darling," answered her 
lover. " You are safe. You know me, do you 
not, beloved ?" 

A smile of ineffable tenderness stole over 
Lottie's face. 

" You are my own noble love," she answered. 
** Have I been ill ? I have been very ill, have I 
notr 

"Yes, beloved, but you are well now. Do 
not talk, for you are weak. You are safe now, 
my own." 

" I am with you," murmured Lottie, pressing 
his hand. 

Gradually her strength returned to our hero- 
ine, and they raised her, and laid her upon a 
couch, and gave her a small glass of aquavit 
and milk — a strong if not a very palatable 
stimulant. It brought the colour back to 
Lottie's cheeks. Coiner knelt by her side, hold- 
ing her hand in his. Lottie gazed fondly into 
his face. Suddenly a troubled expression stole 
over her countenance. She pressed her lover's 
hand more closely. 



182 THE THBEE GIOSIASS, 

** Darling,'' she whispoed, ^ 70a still love me, 
do you nott** 

^ More than ever," answered Coiner, earnestly. 

The ironbled expression passed away. 

^ I knew that yon had not ceased to love me," 
•be marmured ; ^* but oh, my darling, they told 
me that you had forgotten me." 

*^It was a wicked falsehood," exclaimed 
(Joiner. **Wbo dared to tell you so, dearest 
one t" 

** The clergyman, and that man the doctor, 
who wanted to make me marry him, and Mrs. 
Jones. They all told me that you had ceased 
to love me ; but I knew my noble darling was 
true to me." 

"What clergyman? — what doctor?" asked 
Coluor eagerly. 

" Those who came to tell me that papa and 
Polly had met with an accident." 

** The villains 1" cried Coiner, who began to 
understand how Lottie had been decoyed firom 
h^r home« 

^4Iave you seen papa and Polly t Are they 
h»t^ t"^ asked Lottie» anxiously. 

^^ Do you fed strong now, my love?" inquired 
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Coiner, fearing lest his news might be too much 
for Lottie's mind to bear. 

^* Oh I yes, I am very strong again ; see, 1 can 
sit up." 

Fru Hans had been regarding the lovers with 
a look of intense dissatisfaction. She could con- 
tain herself no longer. 

^^ Do you wish to kill the maiden T" she ask- 
ed. *^ See her clothes ; they are soaked through 
and through. From head to toe she is as wet 
as a fish. I shall take her ; she shall don the 
clothes of Elvira, and once more be dry. Do 
you too, my English gentleman, change your 
garments. Truly you look no better than does 
a wounded duck. Tell the maiden that I shall 
bring unto her a change of rainment," and Fru 
Hans left the room. 

*^ Who is that, and what does she say ?" asked 
Lottie, marvelling at the appearance and lan- 
guage of Mrs. Hans. 

*^ She is a Norwegian, darling. You are in 
Norway." 

"In Norway!" exclaimed Lottie, in amaze- 
ment. 

"Yes, darling; you came in a yacht with 
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some villaias who had stolen you from your 
home. I found you on board the yacht, and 
leapt overboard with you. Do you not re- 
member f " 

" No," replied Lottie, wonderingly. 

*' Never mind, my own love ; I shall explain 
everything to you presently. Now you must 
change your things. See, darling, you are wet 
through. Here comes Mrs. Hans with other 
clothes. She is a good, kind soul, and will do 
everything in her power for you. Now I shall 
leave you to her, darling, and hurry off to 
change my own clothes." 

Thus saying, Coiner rose from his kneeling 
position, and embracing Lottie tenderly, was 
about to depart, but Lottie detained him ; she 
gazed wistfully into her lover's face. 

" Tell me, my darling," she said, " am 1 
dreaming?" 

Coiner assured her in the most satisfactory 
manner that she was not. 

" Then I have had some awful dream," con- 
tinued Lottie. " I cannot remember it, but it 
has been a fearful dream. Are papa and Polly 
here ? Have they recovered from the effects of 
their accident ?" 
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" They met with no accident, darling ; they 
are quite well. I shall take you home to 
them." 

** Now, my gentleman," cried Fru Hans. " Is 
the maiden to die of damp ? If you do not wish 
her to do so, depart. Now, my beautiful one, 
let me take these wet things off." " 

Lottie could not understand the good woman's 
address, but there was a look of kindness on 
the face of the Norv^gienne that inspired her 
with confidence in her. Coiner embraced his 
darling again, and departed. Kihlvold was 
awaiting him outside the door, anxious to 
learn the result of his friend's interview with 
Lottie. 
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CHAPTER X. 



AFTER THE STORM. 



THANES to the kindness of Fru Hans, Lottie 
was soon attired in the complete costume 
of a Norske Pige. She had donned the holiday 
dress of Elvira, who, luckily for Lottie's comfort, 
was of slenderer figure than are the majority of 
Norwegian girls. A long-sleeved, tight-fitting 
bodice of dark blue cloth, buttoned up to her 
throat by large silver buttons ; a petticoat of 
green cloth; grey stockings cunningly em- 
broidered with flowers, and silver-buckled shoes, 
formed her costume. Her long hair was braid- 
ed with narrow ribbons wound round her head, 
and fastened by a silver pin into the form of the 
Norwegian snood. Coiner thought that he had 
never seen so becoming a costume before. 
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Fru Hans bestirred herself to prepare a sup- 
per worthy of her illustrious guests, marvelling 
much, as she did so, at the strange events of 
that day. 

** Truly, Elvira," she observed to her daugh- 
ter, "these English people, they are strange. 
This maiden is the kjcereste^ the beloved one, of 
the English gentleman ; so much has the Herr 
Eihlvold told to me. But how comes she to 
him ? Is it not wonderful I Why did he not 
bring her back in the boat T Is it that in Eng- 
land lovers jump into the sea to get to land? 
It must be, else would the little ship in which 
she came have gone away thus unconcernedly, 
not waiting to see if they sank or swam? 
Truly the English are a strange race. But is 
she not beautiful ? Ah I she is too fine, too 
delicate." 

Thus the good woman chattered on over her 
pots and pans. 

Kihlvold and the two lovers sat together dis- 
cussing the various circumstances connected 
with the abduction of Lottie. She, poor girl, 
could remember nothing subsequent to the day 
upon which she had been decoyed from her 



188 THE THREE OXONIANS. 

home. She told her lover of the visit of the 
pretended clergyman and doctor, in whom 
Coiner at once recognised the two Coulters, to 
Greek Street ; of her departure to the house 
wherein she believed that her father and sister 
were lying in agony; of her strange illness; 
of her awakening and finding herself in the 
country, and of the events that there befell 
her. 

Coiner's blood boiled with rage as he lis- 
tened to her tale, and to himself he swore that 
he should exact a bitter reckoning from the 
Coulters for their crime. Then he told her of 
his own despair, and flight to Norway ; of his 
finding Mrs. Coulter's letter, and the discoveries 
that that event had brought about. He dis- 
guised from her the fact that her father had 
deemed her guilty, for he feared that the know- 
ledge of that might distress her. He read to 
her the letters which he had received from 
Haller and Longley ; they were almost illegible 
from their soaking. Lottie listened in wonder 
to these revelations, for to her the past three 
months were as a blank. 

Then they discussed the best means of return 
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to England. Coiner was for proceeding to 
Tromso at once, and there awaiting the coming 
of the first steamer for the south. Eihlvold 
objected to this. 

" You remember, my dear friend," he said to 
Coiner, " that you are engaged to pay me a 
visit at Hammerfest. My family wilknever for- 
give me if I suffer you to leave Norway with- 
out seeing them. Now listen to my plan. Let 
us remain here until to-morrow, that Miss 
Serrall may recover from the excitement of to-- 
day, and then let us take a boat and go to 
Alteidet, push over the isthmus there, and sail 
straight to Hammerfest. We can get to Ham- 
merfest in two, or, at the most, three days, from 
here." 

"It will be difficult travelling for Lottie," 
said Coiner. " I suppose that we shall have to 
go in open boat all the way !" 

" I do not mind that," protested Lottie. "Pray, 
Herbert, do not think that I cannot stand a 
little ' roughing it.' " 

" There is something else that we ought to 
do," said Kihlvold ; " we must induce Hans' 
wife to come with us as chaperon." 
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" Thank you, Bahlvold," said Coiner, appreci- 
ating his friend's motive in advising that. '' But 
shall we not take your people by storm f They 
will be surprised to see us.'' 

" They will be delighted, you mean. From 
Hammerfest you shall send a telegram to Eng- 
land, requesting Sir William Serrall to meet 
you i^ Troudhjem ; or, better still, asking him 
to come to Hammerfest." 

** It will be rather too bad to bring him all 
the way up here," said Coiner. " Besides, Lot- 
tie is very anxious to see her father and sister 
again soon, are you not, darling?" 

" Yes. They must be so anxious about me," 
answered Lottie. 

" Well, then, my friend," said Kihlvold, " you 
shall meet Sir William in Trondbjem. My 
mother and I shall accompany you thither. 
That will be the best plan, after all." 

" But it will inconvenience your mother," ob- 
jected Coiner. 

"Nothing whereby she can serve you will 
inconvenience her. Is it not her duty to serve 
you ? He has saved my life twice, Miss Ser- 
rall." And forthwith Kihlvold proceeded to 
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narrate the drcumstances of bis escapes from 
drowning and the bear, concluding with the 
assertion that the united efforts of all the mem- 
bers of the Kihlvold &mily conld never repay 
the obligation that Coiner had imposed upon 
them. 

" Oh, nonsense I ^ laughed Coiner. " You are 
under no obligation to me. It will be very 
jolly if you and your mother can go to Trondh- 
jem with us, but I must insist upon your not 
permitting her to inconvenience herself by do- 
ing so." 

** No fear of that, my friend. Now I shall go 
to see about a good boat for to-morrow ;" and 
Kihlvold, very considerately, departed and left 
the lovers together, 

Hans' wife could not go with our friends to 
Hammerfest, but a substitute was found in the 
wife of Lars Petersen, whose husband promised 
for her that she should accompany them. To 
Nils was entrusted the ordering of a boat, and 
the worthy Lapp executed his commission well, 
by procuring a large one, and finding seven 
sturdy fellows of his race to join him in manning 
it. Great was the Lapp's grief at the departure 
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of Coiner and Kihlvold, nor did the many pre- 
sents which the two friends bestowed upon him 
aiSsuage it. Cohier gave him his rifle and 
ammunition, and many other articles likely to 
be useful to him, in addition to fifty dollars ; 
Kihlvold bestowed upon him a considerable sum 
of money, and three complete dresses, which he 
ordered of Hans. Everybody in Kvoenerdal had 
some reason to rejoice that Providence had di- 
rected the Englishman's steps thither. Shortly 
after daybreak the next morning, Lottie, Coiner, 
and Kihlvold embarked in Nils' boat; the 
whole neighbourhood was there to see them 
off. The boat was pushed off fi-om shore, Hans 
fired his old gun in the air, and amidst cries of 
farewell and God-speed, they started on their 
journey. They touched at Skorpo to breakfast 
and take the Fru Petersen on board ; and set- 
ting forth thence, stretched across the broad 
Fiord, towards the mountains of Alteidet. 
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CHAPTER XL 



VANISHING CLOUDS. 



rpHREE weeks had elapsed since the memora- 
-■- ble day upon which Longley and Haller 
made the acquaintance of Sir William Serrall. 
Mr. Wilson's will had been proved, and Sir Wil- 
liam and Polly had taken up their abode in 
Langstone House. Mr. Smith, the lawyer, had 
been rather opposed to this step. In the inter- 
ests of his clients, the Coulters, he had urged 
that they should have due warning of Sir Wil- 
liam's intentions, and time wherein they might 
remove what was theirs from the house. To 
this suggestion the Baronet refused most posi- 
tively to yield ; not the least grace should be 
accorded by him to those who had injured him 
so deeply ; he should compel them to restore 
VOL. III. O 
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every penny of the money that they had dissi- 
pated ; upon him should rest the responsibility 
for his actions. Mr. Smith could not, at first, 
believe the accusations brought by Sir William 
against the Coulters. It was not until the 
police, stimulated by the offer of a reward of 
five hundred pounds for the discovery of Lottie, 
had tracked the Coulters to Wiltshire, and 
thence had followed them up to Hamburg, that 
the lawyer was persuaded of their guilt. That 
they were guilty of having abducted Lottie the 
exertions of the police had placed beyond a 
doubt. As to what extent his daughter had suf- 
fered from their designs, Sir William was in a 
most painful state of uncertainty, but he knew, 
from the discoveries of the police, that Lottie 
was out of her mind. This filled him with the 
gravest apprehensions, and it was with anxious 
impatience that he awaited further news. 

Mr. Smith had attributed Sir William's suspi- 
cions to the evident animosity of the Baronet 
against Mrs. Coulter and her sons. " Believe 
me," he had urged to Sir William's declarations, 
'^ that you must be mistaken in this matter. I 
have reason to think that they left England in 
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December, for they told me that they intended 
to do so, and they left Langstone House about 
the end of that month. I understood that they 
should be absent for a long time, for they re- 
quested me not to write to them, save on any 
matter of great importance, and then I was to 
address my letters to them at their club. Several 
letters have been forwarded to me for them, 
but these I was told not to send on. About a 
fortnight ago I received a letter from them at 
Hamburg, in which they informed me that they 
had been travelling since December. They were 
going to Iceland, according to their letter, and 
intended to touch at Trondhjem, on their way, 
for letters. I wrote to them at Trondhjem, 
in reply, and I have no doubt that they are now 
on their way to Iceland. You perceive how in- 
compatible all this is with the supposition of 
their having abducted your daughter in Janu- 
ary." 

Sir William could not share the lawyer's 
belief. He went at once to his friend the 
detective, and, by his advice, offered the large 
reward for the recovery of his daughter. From 
their club, the Coulters were traced to Glouces- 

o2 
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ter, whither the club-porter had forwarded their 
letters ; from Gloucester to the little cottage in 
Wiltshire; from Wiltshire to Weymouth. Then 
the purchase of the yacht was ascertained. They 
were followed to Hamburg. From Hamburgh a 
police-agent pursued them to Trondhjem. That 
they were accompanied by a girl who, in every 
particular, save that of mind, answered Lottie's 
description, was known. That this girl was 
his daughter. Sir William had not the slightest 
doubt. 

The Serralls had been living in Langstone 
House for a fortnight. Mrs. Martin was stay- 
ing with them. She and Sir William had be- 
come the best friends in the world since Polly 
had informed the old lady of her father's solemn 
determination to renounce betting for ever. 
Polly was very fond of her father, and had re- 
lated to Mrs. Martin his history, in language so 
pathetic as to elicit tears from her hearer, who 
reproached herself with having misjudged his 
motives. Sir William, for his part, was per- 
suaded of the sincerity of Mrs. Martin's love for 
Lottie ; and it needed not the explanations of 
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the old lady to convince him that all her actions 
had been dictated by a wish to secure the wel- 
fare of her dear charge. Thus it came about 
that the warmest friendship had taken the place 
of the distrust which formerly reigned between 
our two friends. 

Mrs. Martin and Sir William were seated in 
the library, discussing sundry matters of do- 
mestic economy, when Polly rushed into the 
room, waving a letter over her head. 

" Here, pa," she cried in triumph — " here's a 
letter from Oxford — it's in Haller's hand- 
writing." 

•' Beloved darling," said Sir William, break- 
ing the letter open, " you really must restrain 
your spirits — mustn't she, Mrs. Martini Don't 
dash into the room so wildly, my pet; and 
again, sweetest one, when you speak of gentle- 
men, give them a prefix to their names — say 
Mr. Haller, my own love." 

" Oh I I beg your pardon," cried Polly, with 
mock gravity. "Here, Sir William Serrall," 
she added, dropping a curtsey, '* is a letter from 
Mr. Haller. Is that better !" 
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" You darling rogue," said her father, smiling 
at her. " Now, let us see what Haller say^." 
"You call him Haller, pa — why shouldn't 

ir 

" My angel, if I were a young lady, T should 
not do so. Ah I he and Longley have been to 
Stickborough. My darling, sit down, and you 
shall hear what he says." 

Polly seated herself, and her father began to 
read : 

" Oxford, May 15th. 

" Dear Sir William, 

" Longley and I have just returned 
from Sfcickborough. I write in great haste, for 
post goes out in a few minutes, to tell you the 
result of our visit. We had the most amusing 
interview with Coiner's father and mother. I 
must save the account of it until I see you — it 
is too good to tell in a hurry. Briefly, they are 
delighted to learn that you are alive and well, 
and it will be the sincerest pleasure to them to 
embrace your daughter as their own. Both 
desired me to convey to you the assurance of 
their sincerest regard. Now I must conclude. 
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with every good wish, and our kindest remem- 
brances to your daughter. 

" I am very faithfally yours, 

" Edward Haller." 

" Bravo 1 pa," cried Polly, clapping her hands, 
" haven't they managed it well I" 

"Yes, my own darling; but I fear that — " 
Sir WilUam paused, and shook his head sorrow- 
fully. 

" What do you fear I" exclaimed Polly, impa- 
tiently. 

" You remember, my own pet, that, according 
to what we have heard, your sweet sister is out 
of her mind." 

" We must pray that such is not the case," 
said Mrs. Martin, consolingly. 

"From the news sent us from Hamburg, I 
fear that we cannot doubt that such is the 
case." 

" You remember, pa dear, that I told you it 
was my belief that they had mesmerised Lottie 
away from home? Don't you think it possible 
that these wicked people have kept her in a 
state of mesmerism ever since ?" 
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^' No, darling one ; such a thing could hardly 
be.'' 

*^ It is possible, though," suggested Mrs. Mar- 
tin, ^^that thej might employ some means to 
stupefy her, when there is any danger of their 
wickedness being discovered." 

<< It might be, Mrs. Martin. I pray that the 
dear girl may not die under their devilish 
arts r 

"Her death would not benefit them," said 
Mrs. Martin. 

" No," replied Sir William. " I can see but 
one motive that they can have had in carrying 
her off— that is marriage. But I think that I 
should prefer to see Lottie dead to seeing her 
the wife of one of those villains." 

" Oh ! don't say so, pa," begged Polly. 

"Do not distreBS yourself unnecessarily, 
sweetest love," said her father. " Through life 
I have never beUeved in misfortune until it has 
actually arrived ; and I must not cast away my 
good maxims now. We must believe that 
Lottie will be restored to us safe and sound, 
until we have reason to be certain that that 
cannot be. Cheer up, my darling one." 
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" Oh ! don't I wish that they had carried me 
off, instead of poor dear Lottie I" exclaimed 
Polly, fiercely. " Shouldn't I have given it to 
them ?" 

^ You angel I" said her father, smiling at the 
energy wherewith Polly expressed her wish. 

*• Will they be hanged if Lottie should die, 
pa ?" asked Polly. 

^' I hope so, darling one. But you must not 
think that your sweet sister will die — oh 1 no, 
she will be spared to us." 

" What shall you do to these Coulters when 
you catch them, pa dear ?" inquired Polly. 

'^Do not fear that I shall suffer them to 
escape punishment, my own love," said Sir 
William. 

^^Your papa will be just in his resentment, 
my dear," said Mrs. Martin. 

"Justr cried Polly. "Why, there is no 
punishment bad enough for them. Shall you 
imprison them, pa ?" 

** No, my darling," answered her father. 

"Not put them in prison, pal" exclaimed 
Polly, in amazement, at her father's answer. 
"Why shan't you do that!" 
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"Prison is too good for them," said her 
father. 

" But you won't let them go ?" asked Polly, 
incredulously. 

" Yes, I shall, my sweetest treasure." 

"I think that they should be punished," 
remonstrated Mrs. Martin, at a loss to con- 
jecture the meaning of this clemency. 

"Ohl they shall be punished, my dear 
Mrs. Martin. I shall strip them of every penny 
that they have, and turn them into the streets 
to starve. I know what starvation is. Of a 
verity it is bitterer than any of the law's 
punishments." 

" But that will be carrying your anger too 
far," said Mrs. Martin. 

" I do not think so, my dear Mrs. Martin. I 
am of our darling Polly's opinion, that no 
punishment can be too bad for such villains," 
said Sir William. 

" I don't want to starve them to death, pa," 
observed Polly. 

" Bless her for a tender-hearted love 1" cried 
her father. " What punishment would my own 
pet inflict upon them I" 
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"I should put them in prison, and give 
them bread and water for life," answered 
Polly. 

"Would she, the sweet darling?" said her' 
father, smiling at her. "Now, darling, run 
away, and leave me and Mrs. Martin to arrange 
certain matters." 

** Oh ! if you have any secrets 1" pouted Polly, 
rising. 

" Secrets from you, my angel I" cried her 
father — " can you think that we have ? Stay 
with us, my darling, if you wish to do so ; but 
take a book and read. We are calculating the 
expenses of this establishment." 

" I will stay, pa," said Polly. " I haven't got 
used to the ways of this house yet, dear. The 
servants seem to give themselves such airs that 
really I'm quite frightened when I am alone 
with any one of them." 

** My own darling," said her father, " if you 
like, I will send them all away, and get other 
ones." 

" Oh, no 1" exclaimed Polly, " don't do that 1 
I daresay that it is only my fancy. Then the 
rooms are so large and gloomy-looking — not a 
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bit like our cosy old room in Greek Street." 

" We must take the Winter curtains down," 
said Mrs. Martin. " That will make the house 
seem lighter and more cheerful." 

" There, Polly, my love," said Sir William, 
taking a large bunch of keys from a drawer. 
" Take these keys ; they open those boxes in 
your bedroom. Go and turn the boxes out, my 
darling ; that will be an amusement for you." 

" But they are Mrs. Coulter's boxes," replied 
Polly. 

"They are, my own love," answered her 
father. " Go and turn them all out ; my dar- 
ling may find something pretty in them." 

" But I don't like to," objected Polly. 

" Doesn't she, the little scrupulous one I" said 
her father. '^ I make you a present of all of 
them, my darling." 

" But they are not yours, pa." 

" Yes, they are, my love — ^I confiscate them. 
Go and turn them out. Ah I there is the post- 
man. Stay, darling ; you mustn't rush to the 
door like that. Let the servants go." 

Very reluctantly Polly retraced her steps 
firom the door. Soon a servant entered the 
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room bearing two telegrams on a salver. The 
sight of them was too much for Polly, who 
snatched the telegrams from the salver, and 
hastened to give them to her father. Sir Wil- 
liam's hand trembled as he took them from 
her. 

" Tell the messenger to wait," he said — " I 
may have occasion to send an answer." 

The servant bowed and left the room. 

" One of them has been forwarded from Greek 
Street," observed the Baronet, examining the 
address. " Let ns see the other first ; it will be 
of more recent date. It is from the detective ; 
he says : ' Party left nine days since — not for 
Iceland. I start for north to inquire there.' 
That is very vague, isn't it ?" 

" It is," assented Mrs. Martin ; " but, never- 
theless, there is no very bad news in it. Had 
our dear girl been ill, the detective would have 
told us of it, for he must have found out, had 
such been the case." 

"Open the other telegram, pa dear," cried 
Polly impatiently, as her father sat gazing at 
the detective's missive. 

Sir William did as he was bidden. He scanned 
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the first few words ; his florid cheek turned 
pale. " No I" he gasped — " oh ! no, it cannot 

ber 

" Oh I what is it ?" cried Polly, in alarm. ' 
" Gracious goodness 1 has aught bad befallen 
Lottie ?" exclaimed Mrs. Martin, equally terrified 
by Sir William's manner. 

" Your sister is found, my darling ; she is 
well, my own sweet pet," exclaimed the Baro- 
net, excitedly. 

« 

With a cry of joy, Polly flew into her father's 
arms. She was very near strangling her parent 
in her gladness, for Sir William was almost 
black in the face when at last he managed to 
cry out, " Oh I don't, my darling, you're choking 
me !" Releasing her father, Polly sprang upon 
Mrs. Martin, who likewise nearly fell a victim 
to Polly's embrace. At last Polly calmed down 
sufiiciently to beg her father to read the rest of 
the despatch. Having gently reprimanded his 
own impetuous darling for her roughness. Sir 
William proceeded to read the telegram that 
Coiner had sent to him immediately upon his 
arrival in Hammerfest : 

" Lottie found. Quite well. Victim of plot. 
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Been ill. Recovered. Is in Hammerfest with 
a worthy family. Mother of the family will 
accompany her to Trondhjem. Meet us there. 
We shall leave here May 17th. In Trondhjem 
May 24th. Come by Hull or Shields steamer. 
Coulters authors of plot. Arrest them, if pos- 
sible. Lottie's best love. Telegraph answet. — 

COLNER." 

" Oh ! pa dear," exclaimed Polly, joyously, 
'' let us go 1" 

" Yes, my sweet one. Will you ring the 
bell? Thank you, dearest. I must, write an 
answer ;" and taking a slip of paper. Sir Wil- 
liam wrote upon it : " Bless you. We shall meet 
you. Our best love. All well." " Here, James," 
he said to the servant who answered the bell, 
"send this telegram at once to this address, 
* Coiner, Hammerfest, Norway ;' then take a 
cab, and go at once to the steamboat offices, 
and find out when a steamer leaves Hull or 
Shields for Trondhjem. There, I have written 
the name. Hurry off; lose no time. There's a 
sovereign for you." 

" Be quick I" cried Polly ; and, thus adjured, 
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Jaraes hastened to execute Sir William's 
orders. 

" Oh 1 pa I" exclaimed Polly, again embracing 
her father, ** I'm so happy ; and we shall soon 
see darling Lottie again. Oh I I must give you 
another hug." And, regardless of her fether's 
attempt to escape, she seized him, and hugged 
him, to the utter ruin of his shirt-front. 

"My sweetest love," said Sir William, ex- 
tricating himself, "you really must not be so 
rough. Never mind, darling one, I forgive you. 
It seems that we are indebted to Mr. Coiner 
for this happy recovery of our dear child." 

" Oh ! I feel that I should like to kiss Mr. 
Coiner for his goodness," declared Polly, raptu- 
rously. 

" He wouldn't like it, though, my pet, if you 
did not treat him more tenderly than you have 
treated your father. Look at my shirt-front, 
my beloved one." 

"I'm so sorry, dear, but really I couldn't 
restrain my feelings," said Polly. "And we 
shall go to meet Lottie. Tou must come with 
us, Mrs. Martin — ohl yes, you must. No ex- 
cuses, now. Pa, you mustn't let her make any 
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excuses. She must come with us, mustn't 
she r 

"I shall be extremely happy, as well as 
honoured, if Mrs. Martin will do so," replied Sir 
William. 

"There, Mrs. Martin, you hear — ^you must 
come." 

" I am a very bad sailor, my dear child," said 
Mrs. Martin. " But for the pleasure of seeing 
our beloved Lottie again, I shall be most happy 
to accompany you to Norway." 

"Ohl you dear, good thing 1" cried Polly, 
kissing her. " Now I'm going to pack up." 

" But, my darling," said her father, " it is not 
certain that we shall start to-day — yet I don't 
see why we shouldn't." 

" Never mind,^' declared Polly, " it will be a 
relief to my feelings to pack up, so by-by," and 
off she danced. 

"What a darling she is!" exclaimed her 
father, as Polly left the room, singing, in her 
joy of heart. 

" She is a good, loving child," replied Mrs. 
Martin. "I can understand what a comfort 
she must have been to you." 

VOL. in. F 



210 THE THREE OXONIANS. 

** She has indeed been a blessing to me," said 
Sir William, warmly. "Now, my dear Mra. 
Martin, I shaU request you to follow Polly's 
example, and pack np. I feel too excited to 
remain here, so should James bring back news 
that a steamer will not leave for Trondhjem for 
some days, I think that we had better go over- 
land." 

" I am as anxious to start as you are," said 
Mrs. Martin. 

" Then, unless a steamer is to leave within 
the next two days, we shall start to-night. 
Now 1 shall go to see Mr. Smith, and the police, 
that the Coulters may be arrested immediately 
upon their return to England. Mr. Smith is 
inclined to be too merciful. My friends the 
police will hardly err on the side of mercy. 
Au revoir, Mrs. Martin — ah 1 pardon — ^allow me 
to open the door for you." And having bowed 
the old lady out of the room, Sir William took 
his hat from its peg, and made his way to 
the lawyer's. 

As luck would have it, the good ship Tasso 
was to sail from Hull for Trondhjem on the 
following day. By it, therefore. Sir William 
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determined to go. His dispositions for the 
reception of the Coulters, should they venture 
back to England, were soon made. That same 
evening, accompanied by Mrs. Martin and Polly, 
he left London for Hull. The next morning, at 
daybreak, the Taaso^ with our friends on board, 
moved out of the docks, and slowly made her 
way down the crowded river. Without mishap, 
she reached the German Ocean ; then her screw 
revolved more quickly, and she sped swiftly 
through the glassy sea, on her way to the 
ancient capital of Norway. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



GAINING CONSENT. 



WE have seen that Longley and Haller had 
succeeded in gaining the consent of Mr. 
and Mrs. Coiner to Herbert's union with Lottie. 
Anxions at not receiving any reply to the letter 
which she had addressed to her son at Tromso, 
Mrs. Coiner had written again to Longley, and, 
in consequence, he had resolved to snatch a 
day from his studies, and to pay a visit to his 
friend's parents, that he might see exactly how 
the land lay« Haller had insisted upon accom- 
panying him. 

"You know, Longley, old fellow," he had 
urged, " that you are a very cool-headed sort 
of man in general, but, in a case like this, cool- 
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headedness is not what one wants. Supposing 
that the old folks have made up their minds 
that Tommy shall not marry this girl — and you 
remember that he told iis that his father had 
sworn by all his gods that he shouldn't — some 
little gentle artifice must be employed to induce 
them to change their minds. Where artifice is 
needed, you, old mau, are altogether at fault ; 
it therefore becomes necessary that one who is 
cunning in devices, even as I am, should tackle 
them." 

" You alarm yourself unnecessarily, Punch," 
replied Longley. " It is not likely that they 
will refuse their consent when they learn that 
the girl is an heiress, and her father a baronet,, 
and, moreover, a relation of their own." 

" There you're wrong I" cried Haller. " They 
will ask how it was that Tommy didn't tell 
them of this ; then you will have to explain 
matters, and your explanation will lead to 
inquiries, and their inquiries may prejudice them; 
against Sir William. No, it won't do to tell 
them the whole truth of the case at once." 

" Then what on earth do you propose to do 1". 

" Cela depend, as our favourite Frenchman 
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observes, I must go with you and frame my 
plans according to what turns up." 

Accordingly it was agreed that the two 
friends should go together ; so, a few days after 
they had come to this agreement, they rose be- 
times and departed by the early train to Stick- 
borough. The residence of the Coiners was dis- 
tant a mile or more from the railway ; thither 
our friends proceeded on foot, from the station, 
discussing their plan of operations as they 
went along. 

"Your proposal seems to me to be a very 
wild one," objected Longley, to something that 
Haller was urging with great animation. " We 
do not know what has become of the girl. 
What if she is married already!" 

"But she isn't," declared Haller, who had 
been schooled by Polly into the belief that such 
a thing could not be. ** She is locked up some- 
where, and she will be discovered soon, and 
everything will be all right again." 

Longley and Haller had not yet heard the 
sad news that Lottie had been reported to be 
out of her mind, 

** I do not like your plan, Punch," continued 
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Longley. *' To me it seems that we had better 
make a clean breast of it, and explain every- 
thing that has happened." 

** Then you would spoil everything 1" cried 
Haller. ** It would make these people auspi- 
cious of the Serralls, and that is exactly what 
we wish to avoid. No, we must gain their 
consent first, and explain afterwards." 

"I do not see how we should make them 
suspicious by telling them the exact state of 
afi^rs. They are more likely to be suspicious 
if they discover afterwards that we have con- 
cealed anything from them." 

•*Ohl you old muff!" exclaimed Haller; " do 
you think that I care a pin whether they are 
suspicious or not, after we have got their con- 
sent f By Jove ! if they tried to back out of it 
then, I should threaten to bring an action for 
breach of promise against them, and offer my- 
self in testimony against them I I should make 
it hot for them." 

" Believe me, Punch, that we shall gain their 
consent without resorting to any measures as 
wild as those you propose." 

" Listen to me, Longley," said Haller, more 
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gravely. " You know that Sir William Serrall 
IB beginning life, as it were, and it is a matter 
of great importance to him that nobody should 
have it in his power to reproach him with any- 
thing that has happened to him, or that he may 
have done, isn't it ?" 

"Yes, that is very true, Punch," assented 
Longley. 

" Sir William has told us that none of those 
with whom he associated as Mr. Williams have 
the least idea of his real name. Whatever 
people might have it in their power to say 
against Mr. Williams, nobody can say anything 
bad against Sir William Serrall. As I have 
said, he is beginning a new life, and it is to hi$ 
interest that people should not know that he 
and Mr. Williams are one iand the same' person, 
is that not so ?" 

" Yes, in a certain measure that is true; but, 
sooner or later, people will find out his early 
history." 

" And you want them to find out sooner, do 
you I Ton my word, old man, I shouldn't have 
thought it of you I" 

"Don't be so severe, Punch," said Longley, 
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laughing at the grave look of reprobation that 
Haller had assumed. 

" To resume my arguments," continued 
Haller; "with all due deference toyou, I do 
not see why people should find out Sir Wil-^ 
Ham's early history. If he is sufficiently pru- 
dent, they need not do so. How many people 
of good family there are who live abroad, be- 
cause their means are inadequate to the ex- 
pense of English life ! People will naturally 
think that Sir William has been living abroad 
all these years." 

"The truth will leak out, sooner or later," 
said Longley. 

" But is that any reason why we should be 
the causes of its leaking out? No, not a bit of 
it. To my idea, we shall be doing a most un- 
kind and unfriendly thing, if we reveal Sir 
William's antecedents. What is more, I most 
positively refuse to be a party to the revela- 
tion. Tell them all about him if you like ; pray 
injure him and his children as much as you can, 
if it will afford you the least pleasure. Do just 
as you like ; but remember this, old man, that 
by injuring him you will injure one whom I 
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consider as my friend, and I shall feel propor- 
tionately injured myself." 

Thus saying, Haller strode onwards more 
quickly, swishing many a twig oflF the hedge 
with his stick as he went along. 

"Why, Punch, old man," cried Longley, in 
surprise at his friend's vehemence, "what a 
state of excitement you're in 1 You know that 
I have no wish to injure Sir William — far from 
it. I did not know, though, that you took 
such a tender interest in his welfare. Tell me, 
my dear Punch, is this tender interest alto- 
gether for him ? Is it possible that the bright 
blacik eyes of Polly may have inspired you with 

itr 

" A man may wish to serve his friends with- 
out having any interested motives in view," 
answered Haller, sharply. 

"Most certainly he may, my dear Punch. 
There, man, you needn't colour up like that. 
Here we are at the lodge. Don't lose your 
temper. Punch. I promise you that I shall not 
reveal anything prejudicial to your friend, who- 
ever that friend may be." 

" There's a good old fellow 1" cried Haller, 
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recovering his good spirits. " Then you'll do as 
I proposed ?" 

"To make you happy, I will," answered 
Longley. 

** Leave the management of the thing to me — 
ril settle everything properly, 

" And so my Punch is smitten I Oh ! you 
artful dog I What a passion you got into 1" And 
Longley laughed heartily at the remembrance 
of his friend's excitement. 

" Hush ! old man," begged Haller ; " don't 
laugh. We are near the house, and they may 
see us. We ought to look grave and sad. 
Try to look sorrowful, old fellow." And com^ 
pressing then- features into becoming expres- 
sions of gravity, the two friends walked up to 
the hall-door, which was open, and rang a loud 
peal on the big bell. 

Mrs. Coiner was in the hall, arranging some 
flowers. She knew at once who our friends 
must be, for Longley had written to tell her of 
their intention to visit Stickborough. She left 
her flowers, and advanced quickly to welcome 
them. 

"Mr. Longley and Mr. Haller, I presume," 
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she said, extending her hand to them. " How 
kind of you to come to Stickborough I But why 
did you not tell me by what train you were 
coming, that I might have^ent a carriage to the 
station for you ?" 

Longley introduced himself and Haller, and 
the two friends assured Mrs. Coiner that they 
had enjoyed the walk from the station im- 
mensely. 

"And have you further news of Herbert?" 
inquired Mrs. Coiner, anxiously. 

" We have not heard from him since I wrote 
to you the other day," answered Longley i 
" but I have every reason to think that he will 
return to England shortly." 

" I am so happy to hear it 1" exclaimed Mrs^ 
Coiner. "But let me introduce you to my 
husband — ^he is in his study." And she led the 
way to her husband's sanctum. 

Mr. Coiner was tying a fly as they entered 
his room« 

"Here, Octavius," said his wife, "are Mr. 
Longley and Mr. Haller, to whom we are in- 
debted for news of Herbert." 

" I'm glad to see you," said the member for 
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Stickborough, without rising. "Sit down. 

Excuse me for a few minutes. I can't put this 

fly down, for I'm in rather a ticklish part of its 

manufacture. This silk is too short. Confound 

my eyes ! they are not as good as they used to 

be." 

. " May I tie it for you I" asked Longley. 

" Do you know anything of fly-making?" in- 
quired Mr, Cohier. 

" I make my own flies," answered Longley ; 
" but I could hardly turn out one as well made 
as this." 

" Yes, begad ! it's a good fly — I've copied it 
from this one, the hook of which is broken. 
Thank you, I shall be obliged by your tying it 
for me. Ah I I see from the way you handle it 
that you know your work." 

" Where is your varnish ? " asked Longley, 
nipping the ends off. 

" Here," said Mr. Coiner, giving him a small 
bottle. "That's right — not too much. I am 
extremely obliged to you. I think that this 
will do the business." 

" Did you break the other hook over a fish ?" 
inquired Haller. 
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*' Yes/* replied Mr. Coiner ; ** over a fish that 
I had tried for for a month without success, 
until yesterday." 

" Indeed I — how was that I" inquired Haller, 
simulating a look of the deepest interest. 

" Itt the river at the bottom of our park there 
is a large trout — yes, begad, he must be five 
pounds, if he is an ounce. For a whole month, 
day after day, I have tried to catch him. I 
tempted him with every fly in my book, in vain 
— he wouldn't look at one of them. Yesterday 
I was turning out a drawer, when I came upoii 
this fly, which I have copied. It struck me 
that it seemed a likely fly, so I took it, and 
went down to the river to try what I could do 
with it. The first cast that I made — yes, be- 
gad, the very first cast — he came at it like 
a tiger. You should have seen his swirl — oh I 
begad, it was a wonder 1 In my excitement I 
missed him, and, in making a second cast, I 
got foul of a stone, and broke my hook. Did 
you ever know such cruel luck ?" 

Longley and Haller protested that they had 
never before heard of such a wicked stroke of 
fortune. 
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" I tried hitn afterwards with other flies, but 
he wouldn't look at one of them, so I came 
away in disgust. To-day is just such another 
day as yesterday was, and 1 am in hopes that I 
may get another rise with this fly." 

" I trust so, my dear," said his wife, who had 
listened to his account of his failure to capture 
the big trout with no little impatience. *' Mr. 
Longley and Mr. Haller are great friends of 
Herbert's. You must have heard him speak of 
them." 

** Ah 1 yes, I remember now. They shall go 
with me to the river, and see what I can do 
with that fish." 

"After lunch, Octavius dear," begged his 
wife, who wished that the fish was at the bot- 
tom of the Dead Sea. " Lunch will be ready 
in a few minutes. They have much news to 
tell us of Herbert ; they say that he is coming 
back to England." 

" Didn't I tell you that he would come back 1" 
asked Mr. Coiner. " Yes, begad, I knew that 
he would repent." 

" He is a foolish, rash boy, but his father has 
forgiven him — have you not, Octavius I" 
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" Begad, I don't know so much about that," 
said her husband. 

"Yes, you have," continued Mrs. Coiner, 
caressingly. " You will not say anything severe 
to him, will you I" 

" If he behaves himself, I shall let bygones 
be bygones ; it's more than he deserves." 
. "There," said Mrs. Coiner, addressing our 
friends, " you can tell Herbert that he is quite 
forgiven." 

" You know the cause of his departure from 
England?" began Longley, hesitatingly. 

" Oh 1 yes — a foolish love-aflFair," replied Mrs. 
Coiner; "but he has forgotten that by this 
time. From his letter, which you so kindly 
sent me, it is evident that he has conquered his 
weakness. Oh I yes ; we shall think no more 
about that." 

"I do not think that he has forgotten it," 
said Longley. 

" Oh 1 but he will in time, Mr. Longley," said 
Mrs. Coiner. 

" I do not think so," declared Longley, shak- 
ing his head. 

" But he shall I" cried Mr. Coiner — " yes, be- 
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gad, he shall forget it, or I'll know the reason 
why." 

" Do you know this Miss Williams ?" asked 
Mrs. Coiner, addressing Longley. 

** No, we have never seen her," he answered, 
evasively. 

"Do you know anything of her family?" 

Haller hastened to assure Mrs. Coiner that 
neither he nor Longley knew anybody of the 
name of Williams who was in any way connect- 
ed with the object of Herbert's love. 

" I won't have a son of mine marry any girl 
of whom I don't approve," declared Mr. Coiner, 
resolutely. " No, begad I If he likes to come 
home and give up this disgraceful connection, 
well and good. In that case, he shall hear no 
more from me about it ; but if he does not 
choose to do that, let him keep away from me, 
for, begad, I shall never forgive him !" 

" But you don't know the young lady," ob- 
served Longley. 

" Don't know her 1 — don't I, begad 1 He told 
me quite enough about her. An artful, design- 
ing minx, without a penny to bless herself with 
— the daughter of some fraudulent tradesman ! 

VOL. III. Q 
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Why, sir, the fellow, her father, had the impu- 
dence to Bay that he knew me — that he was at 
Oxford with me, at St. Kenelm's, when there 
was nobody of his name at St. Kenelm's within 
a dozen years of my time. Don't know her ! — 
begad, I. know quite enough about her for 
me!" 

Haller had been fearing lest Longley should 
reveal the circumstances of the case. He 
therefore interrupted Mr. Coiner in his flow of 
angry words. 

" I quite agree with you, Mr. Coiner, in think- 
ing that Herbert's mai-riage with this girl would 
be deplorable." 

" Deplorable 1 Begad, I should think so." 

" At the same time," continued Haller, " I am 
altogether opposed to my friend Longley's 
opinion that Herbert will not forget this lament- 
able affair ; in fact, I have good reason for sup- 
posing that Herbert has no particular love for 
this Miss Williams." 

"Indeed, Mr. Haller, you surprise me !" ex- 
claimed Mrs. Coiner. 

"He is, as I fear you know, remarkably 
stubborn." 
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*^ Tea, begad, as stubborn as a mule !" cried 
Mr. Coiner. 

^^ In addition to this," resumed Haller, '^ he is, 
upon certain points, a little eccentric ; we may 
even call his eccentricity a harmless mania; 
yes, upon certain points, he is decidedly 
mad." 

" You alarm me, Mr. Haller^ What 1 Herbert 
mad!" cried Mrs. Coiner. "Indeed, I have 
never noticed it." 

" Haven't I told you, over and over again, 
that he was mad as a March hare V' demanded 
her husband. 

'' It is a harmless madness," continued Haller, 
** and one that would develop itself before his 
friends rather than before his relations. Any 
phrenologist would confirm what I say." 

'^Dear me I dear me I" said Mrs. Coiner, in 
distress. "Pray tell me all about it, Mr. 
Haller." 

"Phrenologists call this particular madness 
amativeness. It is not dangerous. Its symp- 
toms are inordinate affection and a vehement 
desire to marry somebody." 

"I told you so," declared Mr» Coiner. "I 

(i2 
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knew that the boy was quite mad. But he 
shan't marry that girl, with my consent, how- 
ever mad he may be — no, begad V* 

"And is this madness curable?" asked Mrs. 
Coiner, anxiously. 

" Only by marriage," answered Haller, gravely. 
" A peculiarity of it is that, when under its in- 
fluence, the sufferer is anxious to marry the first 
person he meets* Thus it has been with Hei^ 
bert* An attack came on ; he saw this Miss 
Williams ; he fancied that he was deeply in love 
with her, and, in his madness, proposed, and 
was accepted* Then I suppose that he felt 
bound in honour to carry out his proposal, 
however much he may have regretted having 
made it. That he did regret having made it 
is, I think, beyond a doubt." 

" God bless my soul 1" cried Mr. Coiner, in 
wonder at Haller's explanation. " But he didn't 
seem to regret having made it when he spoke to 
me about the afiair." 

" Perhaps he was under the influence of an- 
other attack ; or perhaps it was from his lament- 
able spirit of obstinacy," suggested Haller. 

'*Yes, it must have been through his con- 
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founded obstinacy," said the member for Stick- 
borough. 

'* But why do you think that he regretted the 
foolish step that he had taken?" asked Mrs. 
Coiner. 

^' Because I know that he was deeply in love 
with another girl at the time," answered Haller 
boldly. "I am certain of what I say, for he 
told me so the very day he left for Nor- 
way. 

" Lord 1 he must have been mad I" exclaim- 
ed Mr. Coiner. 

" And who was this other girl I" asked Mrs. 
Coiner. 

"A Miss Serrall; a very beautiful girl, of 
good family, and with a fortune of four thou- 
sand a year. Herbert was deeply in love with 
her; wasn't he, Longley?" 

"Yes, he undoubtedly was," answered his 
friend. 

" Why, he even made her an offer ; didn't he, 
Longley t" 

" Yes, that is quite true," replied Longley. 

*' And, what is worse, Mrs. Coiner, I believe 
the girl actually accepted him, or would have 
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done 80, had it not been for this lamentable 
affair. That was the cause of Herbert's going 
to Norway. In despair at the fatal effects of 
his madness, and in an agony of grief at the 
thought that he had lost the love of the girl 
for whom alone he cared, he left England. 
Was not that the real cause of his departure, 
Longley ?" 

Longley could not eat his words in the un- 
blushing manner that Haller wished, so he re- 
plied that Haller, who knew the particulars of 
the case much better than he did, was, perhaps, 
right in his supposition. 

"Begad I" cried Mr. Coiner, indignantly, 
" the boy must have been mad 1 Why, he has 
behaved like a villain I" 

" Then the girl whom Herbert mentioned in 
his letter to you — Lottie her name was — ^is the 
first girl, is she I" asked Mrs, Coiner, eagerly. 

'* She is," answered Haller, gravely. 

" Now I understand it all, Mr. Haller — now I 
can comprehend the strange language Herbert 
used. Poor boy I Don't you remember, Octa- 
vius, how he talked of his agonising thoughts — 
his blinding tears ?" 
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" The boy is a young scoundrel I — be is, be- 
gad 1" declared the member for Stickborough. 

" I do not despair of Herbert's ultimate re- 
covery," said Haller, cheerfully. " It is very 
important that he should settle down, or, at all 
events, become engaged to somebody of whom 
you approve. That will keep him out of mis- 
chief. Now, I am convinced that his love for 
Miss SerraU is sincere, and I have reason to be- 
lieve that she will forgive him his little eccen- 
tricities." 

" Who is Miss Serrall I" asked Mrs. Coiner. 

" Her father is of a very old family ; he is a 
baronet ; his name is Sir William Serrall," an- 
swered Haller. 

" Why, bless me, Mary ! it must be your 
cousin. Will Serrall, who was at Oxford with 
me !" cried Mr. Coiner in astonishment. 

" Can it be possible ?" exclaimed Mrs. Coiner. 
** But you said that he was rich, Mr. Haller ; 
pray tell me how he became so." 

" Through his wife, I believe," said Haller. 

" Dear me 1 how very wonderful 1 Why, I 
have not seen or heard of him for more than 
twenty years I If his name had not been kept 
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in the baronetage, I should have believed him 
to be dead. Is not this astonishing news, Octa- 
viusr 

" It is, begad ! Why, when did we hear of 
him last! Not since our marriage, I'll be 
sworn. No ; don't you remember that he and 
his father got into difficulties after your father's 
death f Yes, the old fellow was imprisoned for 
debt ; I must say that your father behaved very 
badly towards him. Ah 1 yes. Will Serrall 
wrote to me to ask me to lend him some 
money, and, by bad luck, I lost his address, so 
couldn't write to him or send him the money ; 
that was the last time I heard from him. Per- 
haps he was ofifended by my not answering his 
letter — ^although, really, it wasn't my fault that 
I didn't do so," 

"And has he a large family, Mr. Hallerl" 
asked Mrs. Coiner. 

" Only two daughters ; he is a widower." 

" How very sad I" observed Mrs. Coiner, 
"And d6 you know the one of whom Herbert 
was fond ?" 

" I have not the pleasure of knowing her per- 
sonally," replied Haller ; " but everybody who 



GAINING CONSENT. 233 

is acquainted with her is loud in her praises. 
She is beautiful, accomplished, and will have 
four thousand a year." 

" Dear me, Mr. Haller, I feel quite interested 
in her. Shall I write to Sir William — as his 
first cousin, I can very well do so — and beg 
him to pay us a visit ? It will be a polite at- 
tention, will it not, Octavius ?" 

" Yes, do so, by all means," cried her hus- 
band ; " begad, I'm delighted to hear that Will 
Serrall is well and thriving. And what has he 
been doing with himself!" 

"It is only recently that he has taken a 
place in England," answered Haller, evas- 
ively. 

"Ah I I suppose that he has been living 
abroad," opined Mrs. Coiner. " Was his wife a 
foreigner ?" 

" No ; she was a Miss Wilson." 

** How extremely interesting I" exclaimed 
Mrs. Coiner. 

" Is he going to settle down in England ?" 
asked her husband. 

" I believe that such is his intention," replied 
Haller. 
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''And how did Herbert make his acquaint- 
ance f " inquired Mrs. Coiner. 

" He met Miss Serrall at some friends', with 
whom she was staying. He was smitten at 
once, and fell desperately in love with her. I 
feel certain that he still loves her very dearly, 
and, as for the young lady, I am convinced that 
it only needs a little judicious management to 
induce her to pardon his eccentricities." 

" Dear me, how very romantic 1 And you 
say, Mr. Haller, that she will have four thousand 
a year ?" 

" At least ; am I not right, Longley !" 
" Yes," replied Longley. " This money is 
hers in her own right, Mrs. Coiner." 

** I really must make her acquaintance," ex- 
claimed Mrs. Coiner. "Is my cousin, Sir 
William, in London now t" 

" Yes," said Haller ; " his address is Langstone 
House, Bayswater. Shall I write it down for 
you t" 

" Pray do, Mr. Haller. We are going up to 
town next week, and we shall certainly make a 
point of calling upon him. Really 1 quite long 
to see him again. And the other girl, Mr. 
Haller, what is she like t" 
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** A charming girl, of about sixteen.*' 

" Ah, she is not * out ' yet, I suppose. And 
has she any great expectations, Mr. Haller ?" 

" Six hundred a year in her own right." 

" How very nice 1" cried Mrs. Coiner, raptur- 
ously. " Oh, I am quite anxious to know these 
dear girls." 

** To revert to what I was speaking of," said 
Haller, "do you not think that, under the 
circumstances, it would be good policy to get 
Herbert actually engaged to Miss Serrall ? It 
would be for his good, in every way." 

** My dear Mr. Haller," replied Mrs. Coiner, 
smiling, ** such a thing would delight me beyond 
measure ; but do you think that it' is to be 
done !" 

" Oh, yes," said Haller, " for I know that they 
are very fond of each other. If you and Mr. 
Coiner will give me your permission, and assure 
me of your consent, I will undertake to arrange 
everything." 

"They are cousins, though," observed Mr. 
Coiner. '^I don't like the idea of relations 
marrying." 

** But, Octavius, my dear, the relationship is 
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rather a distant one. Really, I cannot see that 
it is an objection." 

'* It is most important that Herbert should be 
engaged soon/' said Haller ; ^' there is no know- 
ing what he may do, when suffering from one 
of his attacks. Suppose, for instance, Mrs. 
Coiner, that, in his madness, he married a 
Lapp woman, a creature who lives on fat and 
oil." 

" Oh, that is too horrible 1" cried Mrs. Coiner. 

*^ Or a Finn, who eats raw fish," continued 
Haller. 

" Pray do not terrify me," begged Mrs. Coiner. 
*^ By all means, let him be engaged to this girl. 
What do you say, Octavius ?" 

** Well, yes," answered her husband ; " it is, 
perhaps, the best thing for the boy. I always 
liked Will Serrall." 

'* Then I may consider I have received your 
formal consent to Herbert's marrying Miss 
Serrall t" asked Haller. 

" Oh, most certainly," exclaimed Mrs. Coiner. 

" Yes ; but from what you say, the boy doesn't 
deserve such a prize — he doesn't, begad 1" declar- 
ed her husband. 
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" Now I may venture to predict a future of 
honour and happiness for Herbert," cried Haller 
joyously. 

"And do you think that it will be possible 
to effect this happy arrangement?" asked Mrs. 
Coiner, addressing Longley. 

"I have not the least doubt of it," he 
answered. 

"Look here, Mary," cried the member for 
Stickborough, " the sun has gone in and a 
shower is coming on. It's just the time to get 
a rise from that trout. I'm not going to wait 
for lunch any longer. Will you two come to 
the river with me?" 

" But, Octavius," protested Mrs. Coiner, "lunch 
will be ready in one minute. Mr. Haller and 
Mr. Longley must be in need of it, after their 
journey. Besides, I want to learn more about 
my cousin and poor Herbert." 

" Oh I if they want lunch, well and good — let 
them have it. I cannot lose this change in the 
day. They can come down to the river after- 
wards." 

Accordingly, our two friends remained in- 
doors, whilst Mr. Coiner proceeded to the river- 
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side. Fortune smiled upon him that day, and 
brought the big trout to his net. We may be 
sure that Haller lost no opportunity of strength- 
ening the favourable impression of Lottie that 
he had made upon Mrs. Coiner. When our 
friends took their leave, they bore with them 
mauy a kind message for Sir WiUiam and his 
daughters. Haller was to visit London soon, to 
ascertain the Baronet's feelings on the subject 
of the proposed marriage, and to sound him as 
to his regard for the Coiners. Should he still 
entertain sentiments of friendship for them, 
Mrs. Coiner was to invite him and his daughters 
to Stickborough. Haller had every reason to 
be satisfied with the success of his manoeuvres. 
Two things, however, caused him some dis- 
quietude. Lottie was not yet found ; and 
Mrs. Coiner had declared her conviction that 
Polly would do admirably for one of her dear 
boys. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



A CHANGE OF LUCK. 



niR WILLIAM SERRALL and Polly, accom- 
^ panied by Mrs. Martin, arrived in Trondh- 
jem without mishap ; and to Trondhjem in 
due time csame Lottie, with her preserver, and 
Kihlvold and his mother. Of their rapturous 
meeting, it is unnecessary to speak. After a 
sojourn of a few days in the ancient town, our 
friends embarked for England. Kihlvold grieved 
deeply at having to part from Coiner ; and it 
was only the knowledge that he was to pay 
him a long visit in the Summer, at Stickborough, 
that reconciled him to the separation. Every- 
thing was bright and smiling for the sorely- 
tried ones now. The wheel of Fortune had 
accomplished a great revolution — the lowly had 
been exalted, and the exalted had fallen. 
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From the Kvaenangen Fiord the Coulters had 
fled southwards, half maddened by anxiety to 
learn what course events had taken. From 
Coiner's words, they knew that the abduction 
of Lottie had been traced to them. This filled 
them with the gravest apprehensions, for they 
knew full well the penalties attaching to crime 
like theirs. They must retui*n to England at 
once, realize what they could, and flee abroad 
ere punishment overtook them. These were 
their first thoughts. 

Fortune was against them. Pressing on- 
wards too rashly, their engine broke down, and 
they had to proceed under sail. Baffling winds 
delayed them. It took them a fortnight to 
accomplish the voyage between the Evasnangen 
Fiord and Hamburg, whither they ran, contrary 
to their first intention of going straight to 
England, They dared not touch at any of the 
Norwegian ports, for they knew that the tele- 
graph skirted the coast, and they feared lest 
Coiner might have taken steps to have them 
arrested. It was the same fear that prevented 
their return to England. To Hamburg, there- 
fore, they shaped their course, and thence they 
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despatched a telegram to Mr. Smith, inquiring 
if he had any news of importance for them. The 
lawyer did not reply to them by telegraph. 
He contented himself with answering their dis- 
patch by post. It was in no little trepidation 
that Ralph Coulter opened Mr. Smith's letter, 
and read it aloud to his two anxious listeners. 

" * London, May 26th. 

« ' Sir, 

" ' I have the honour to inform you that a 
will, dated July 25th, 1868, has been discover- 
ed, whereby your uncle, Mr. Wilson, bequeathed 
all his property, real and personal, to his niece 
Lottie, elder daughter of Sir William Serrall, 
Baronet.' " 

" Ah I the blow has come at last," muttered 
Balph, pausing in his reading; "but how is 
this, mother? Whom does he mean by Sir 
William Serrall ? Is it possible that that girl's 
father can be a Baronet ?" 

" Heaven knows, my dear 1 I am ignorant 
of his having a title ; but continue the letter." 

" ' Subject to certain legacies, amongst them 
an annuity of two hundred pounds to your 

VOL. m. R 
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mother, one hundred pounds to yon, and nine- 
teen goineas to yonr brother/ ^ continned Ralph, 
reading the letter. 

^ Then that draft that we found was a copy 
of the will,** exclaimed Fred. " Go on, Ralph." 

** * This will has been proved ; Sir William 
Serrall has taken up his residence in Langstone 
House, and has instituted proceedings to re- 
cover from you all sums which you may have 
unduly received.' " 

" Oh ! my dear boys, we are utterly ruined 1" 
cried Mrs. Coulter, wringing her hands in her 
grief. 

" Yes, Mater, we are altogether smashed up," 
said her younger son, in a tone of calm despe- 
ration. 

"Listen to this, though," exclaimed Ralph, 
" * Furthermore, I have the honour to inform 
you that Sir William Serrall has taken steps to 
have you arrested, immediately upon your return 
to England, on a charge of having feloniously 
abducted his daughter Lottie. 

" * I am your obedient servant, 

" * R. Smith. 

" ' To R. Coulter, Esq.' " 
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" Whatever will become of us ?" sobbed Mrs. 
Coulter. 

" I have expgcted this," said Ralph. " Fred, 
old fellow, we are beggars now. We shan't 
have occasion to quarrel about that money 
again." 

" W^hat idiots we were not to secure it I" ob- 
served Fred. 

"Never mind; don't let us cry over spilt 
milk. We must make up our minds to do some- 
thing at once." 

" Oh I what shall we do ?" said Mrs. Coulter, 
weeping. 

" Don't cry, mother," said Ralph, kindly. 
" We must think of something. I have only 
two great regrets in this matter — the thought 

that we have perhaps ruined you, and " 

Here he paused. 

« What else, dear boy I" 

" Regret for having driven that poor girl out 
of her mind. But for those two things, I 
shouldn't care a pin." 

" Nor I, Ralph," cried his brother. *' Uncle's 
money has been a curse to us. I'm sure that I 
have not had a day's real happiness since we 

r2 
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came in for it. It has brought nothing but 
anxiety to us." 

" At all events," continued Ralph, " we are 
free from that anxiety now. Mother, you must 
go to England at once ; they will hardly arrest 
you. You must declare that we ran away with 
this girl, not knowing that she was any relation 
of ours ; you can easily make up some plausible 
tale." 

" They will not believe me ; that man Ser- 
rall is a bitter enemy of mine," replied Mrs. 
Coulter. 

** Well, then, mother, throw the whole blame 
upon Fred and me. I will give you a letter 
declaring that you had nothing to do with it. 
You must represent that Fred was really mad- 
ly in love with the girl, and that it was altoge- 
ther a love affair." 

" And then, dear boy ?" 

" Try to induce Serrall to take no steps 
against us. If you can't do this, secure your- 
self by any means you can. Fred and I have 
nothing to lose ; you have certain property — 
your own and this annuity — that must be saved 
at all hazards." 
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" I shall try to effect all that you wish, dear 
Ralph ; but you — shall you remain here I" 

" No, mother ; we shall dispose of the yacht. 
That German banker offered us four thousand 
thalers for her. We shall take that, and then 
leave here for some other place, where we shall 
await tidings from you — say Ostend ; that will 
be as good a place as any." 

*'And if Serrall should be obdurate, what 
shall I do ?" 

" Secure yourself, mother, and do not mind 
us. Come what may, nothing can be done to 
you. Fred and I will swear that you were 
acting in ignorance, or under compulsiof^ ; won't 
we, Fred ?" 

** Anything you like," answered his brother. 
" You may tell Serrall, too, that I am perfectly 
willing to make what amends I can by marry- 
ing his daughter." 

"He'll hardly consent to that, Fred; but, 
nevertheless, mother, you may tell him what 
Fred proposes." 

" Well, dearest boys, 1 shall go to England 
at once, and do all that I can to arrange mat- 
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ters ; but if I fail in my endeavours, what will 
become of you ?" 

"Do not fear for us, mother. There is a 
knock at the door. Come in." 

The door opened, and the landlord of the 
hotel, followed by two men, one of whom was 
attired in the costume of a police-agent, en- 
tered the room. At the sight of them Mrs. 
Coulter fell back, with a cry of alarm, upon the 
sofa. Ralph's cheek turned pale, but, retaining 
his self-possession, he inquired of the landlord 
what the purport of that visit might be. The 
landlord turned towards his companion in plain 
clothea for explanation. 

" I am a banker, sir ; my name is Mayer," de- 
clared the civilian. " Perhaps you will read 
this telegram." 

Ralph took tha telegram from him, and 
read: 

" The Union Bank of London cannot honour 
cheque of Ralph Coulter, having been served 
with attachment, at the suit of Sir William 
Serrall, Bart." 

" Ah 1 yes," exclaimed Ralph, feeling greatly 
relieved by the contents of the telegram. " You 
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see that mj money at the bank has been at- 
tached until a law-suit is concluded. I only re- 
ceived news of it half-an-hour ago. See, here 
is my letter." And folding the sheet, he per- 
mitted the banker to peruse the first part of 
Mr. Smith's letter. 

"Yes, this is evidently correct," said the 
banker ; " but I must request you to return to 
me the three hundred and thirty thalers that 
I gave you for your cheque of fifty pounds." 

" Most certainly," answered Balph ; " but 1 
must pay you in Norwegian money, which is 
all that I have by me. I changed my cheque 
because the Exchange is not in favour of Nor- 
wegian dollars. I regret that this unpleasant- 
ness has occurred. You must permit me to 
bear the expense of this telegram. Perhaps 
you will kindly change all my Norwegian money 
for me I" 

" Most certainly," replied the banker. " I 
regret the misfortune which has compelled your 
bank to detain your money ; but I am convinced 
that this error was a mere accident. Have you 
much Norwegian money !" 

"Not very much," said Ralph, carelessly. 
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" Here are notes for five hundred dollars ; in 
this bag are one hundred and twelve, in silver, 
and in this other bag ninety, in small change. 
These sums are worth about a hundred and 
fifty-six pounds in English money." 

" I do not know what the exchange is, but, 
with your permission, I shall send a note round 
to you." 

" That will do. We are thinking of leaving 
Hamburg to-night, so please lose no time about 
it." 

"Ah! you leave to-night I" said the banker. 
" Do you go in your yacht I" 

" Yes, I think so," replied Ralph. 

" Then you will not sell her?" 

" Oh 1 you are the gentleman who spoke to 
my captain about her. You offered to give 
me five thousand thalers for her, I think ?" 

" Four thousand," said the banker, correcting 
him. 

" She is worth much more," said Ralph. 

" Yes, double that sum," put in Fred. 

"I have no intention of giving more than 
four thousand thalers for a yacht, if I buy one," 
said the banker. 
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" This is an excellent yacht, though," con- 
tinued Ralph — " a most admirable sea-b6at, and 
well found in stores, I should not sell her, if I 
could afford to keep her ; but, in my present 
position, I should have to get rid of her upon 
my return to England, so, if you wish to buy 
her, I shall be happy to sell her to you." 

" For four thousand thalers ?" inquired Herr 
Mayer. 

" It is too little. I will do this, though ; 
there are six weeks' wages owing to my men ; 
you shall pay their wages, and give me four 
thousand thalers for her, as she stands." 

" Very well ; I will agree to this," assented 
the banker. 

" We shall go round to your bank in the 
course of an hour or so. Good morning, Herr 
Mayer. 

'* What a relief!" sighed Mrs. Coulter, as the 
door closed upon the banker and his com- 
panions. 

" Yes," said her younger son ; " I thought 
that they had come to arrest us for this Serrall 
business." 

" So our money has been attached," observed 
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Ralph. " What cruel luck 1 Now, mother, go 
and get ready for your departure, and Fred 
and I shall find out about the trains." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

" PEDE PCENA CLAUDO." 

nY chance, Mrs. Coulter arrived in London 
•^ upon the very day of Sir William's return 
from Trondhjem. Her sons had accompanied 
her as far as Ostend, and there were awaiting 
the result of their mother's mission to England. 
It needed all Mrs. Coulter's courage to enable 
her to face the man whom she had wronged so 
deeply. Had it been possible, she would have 
shrunk from meeting Sir William Serrall ; but 
the future of her sons depended upon her reso> 
lution. She must let no scruples of fear or 
conscience stand between her and the great 
object that she had in view. 

Early in the morning of the day after her 
arrival in London, she made her way to Lang- 
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stone House. She was dressed in the deepest 
mourning, and a thick veil concealed her fea- 
tures. She came to the well-known door, but 
there her heart failed her. She passed the 
house, and walked rapidly down the street, 
striving to conquer her agitation. She turned 
again, and walked back towards the house, but 
as she was approaching it, the door opened, 
and Coiner, escorting Lottie and her sister 
upon some shopping expedition, came forth. 
Our friend had shaved off his beard, so Mrs. 
Coulter failed to recognise him ; but she started 
in amazement at the sight of Lottie, seemingly 
restored to perfect health. How happy they 
seemed I How Mrs. Coulter hated them I She 
stood still, watching them, until they had 
turned a corner and disappeared; then she 
walked up to the house hastily, lest her heart 
should fail her again, and knocked timidly at 
the door. The door was opened by a servant, 
whose face was familiar to Mrs. Coulter. Sir 
William was at home. Mrs. Coulter was usher- 
ed into the dining-room, and the servant, afber 
gazing curiously at her, departed to tell his 
master that a lady, who declined to give her 
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name, desired to see him upon most important 
business. 

Mrs. Coulter could hear her own heart beat- 
ing as she sat in that silent room awaiting Sir 
William's coming. A sickening apprehension 
filled her mind, and well-nigh overpowered her, 
as she thought of the approaching interview. 
She heard the sound of footsteps in the hall, 
and she gazed wildly at the window, as though 
she would fain flee from the presence of him 
whom she feared. The door opened, and Sir 
William stood before her. He bowed to the 
trembling figure that rose to meet him, and 
then stood silent, awaiting an explanation of 
the visit. The big lump that had risen in Mrs. 
Coulter's throat stifled her utterance. Quiver- 
ing like an aspen, she held out a letter towards 
him. Sir William took it, and begging his 
visitor to re-seat herself, he sat down and per- 
used the following declaration : — 

" We beg to express our sincerest regret for 
having unwittingly been the means of grief and 
annoyance to Sir William Serrall. We assure 
him most solemnly that it was solely in con- 
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sequence of the deep and honourable passion 

which one of us entertained for the young 

lady who proves to be Sir William Serrall's 

daughter, that we took that young lady from 

her home, actuated, when we did so, by no 

sordid motives, and having no idea that she 

was in any way connected with our family. 

We are most earnestly desirous of making 

what amends we can to Sir William Serrall and 

his daughter, whose forgiveness we beg for 

what was done in the heat of a maddening 

passion. We also assure him that our mother 

was in no way instrumental in carrying off or 

detaining Miss Serrall, and that she has acted 

in ignorance in whatsoever she has done in this 

deplorable affair. 

/CI- jv ' (" Ralph Coulter. 
(bigned) •{ 

Frederick Coulter." 

Mrs. Coulter anxiously scanned Sir William's 
face, to see what effect this declaration pro- 
duced upon him. Not the slightest sign be- 
trayed the feelings with which he perused it. 
He laid it down, and turned towards his visitor. 

" You, of course, are Mrs. Coulter," he said. 
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at last. " May I venture to request you to re- 
move your veil ?" 

Mrs. Coulter raised her veil, and disclosed a 
face as pale as that of a corpse. 

" Thank you," said Sir William, politely. 
" And this very curious, I may call it facetious, 
document, emanates from the two gentlemen 
who have the honour to be your sons ?" 

Mrs. Coulter inclined her head towards him 
in token of assent, but she made no answer. 

" For the sake of your sons, I am very sorry 
to tell you that my daughter has recovered the 
senses of which they deprived her, and her 
testimony is at variance with this declaration 
in every particular." 

Sir William paused, and surveyed his visitor 
with a bland smile. Still Mrs. Coulter was 
speechless. 

" For your own sake, too, my dear madam," 
continued the Baronet, sympathetically, " I 
must regret my daughter's recovery to health, 
for she is actually prepared to swear that you 
were a main mover in the interesting little plot 
against her." 
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Mra. Coulter's only answer was a look full of 
terror and supplication. 

" So altogether, my good madam," Sir Wil- 
liam went on, " I fear that this facetious docu- 
ment cannot but injure the cause of your esti- 
mable sons. Knowing the remarkable genius of 
their mother as well as I do, I cannot suppose 
that they will be at a loss for a more plausible 
defence. It was certainly unfortunate for them 
that they composed this document, under the 
impression that my daughter was insane. You 
are silent, my dear madam. May I ask what 
further communications you are prepared to 
make upon this matter ?" 

" Forgive us — forgive my sons 1" gasped Mrs. 
Coulter. 

" My dear madam," said Sir William, in his 
kindest manner, ^'is it possible that you can 
expect me to do such a thing? If you will 
kindly look at the case from a disinterested 
point of view, you will perceive that I should 
forgive neither them nor you." 

" Have mercy I" implored Mrs. Coulter. 

" Ah ! mercy. Yes, that is quite a diflferent 
thing. I trust that I shall have all proper 
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mercy. Let me convince you that I am acting 
very mercifully in this sad business. Where are 
your sons now ?" 

"I do not know," answered Mrs. Coulter, 
faintly. 

** I fear, then, my dear madam, that you are 
very forgetful. Pardon me for an instant," 
and Sir William rose from his chair and rang 
the bell. " May I request you to lower your 
veil again? Thank you. James," he continued, 
addressing the servant who entered the room, 
*^ beg Mr. Griffiths to come here for a minute. 
He is in my study." 

James departed, and Sir William sat in 
silence, regarding Mrs. Coulter with much the 
same sort of look that a philosophic cat would 
bestow upon a mouse lying between its paws. 
Presently, James ushered Mr. Griffiths into the 
room. 

*' Permit me, my dear madam, to introduce 
you to Mr. Griffiths, one of the most eminent of 
our London detectives. He has taken a great 
interest in my daughter's case. Now, Mr. 
Griffiths, please correct me if I make a mistake. 
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Our friendB, the CoQlteniy arriTed in Ostend 
yesterdajy did they not V* 

** Yem Sir William." 

** And went to the Hdtel de I'Enrope^ where 
iliey represented themselTee as being Americans 
of the name of Jones T" 

« They did. Sir William." 

*^And Mrs. Coulter came over to £ngland 
yesterday evening?" 

« I came with her, Sir William." 

^* And do yon know where she is at the pre- 
sent moment ?" 

** Oh I yes, Sir William," said the detective, 
smiling, and regarding Mrs. Conlter, who sat 
quaking in every limb. 

•* Thank you, Mr. Griffiths. Kindly return to 
the study for a few minutes. Now, my dear 
madam, you see how merciful I have been. I 
could have your sons arrested within half an 
hour, if I liked. You have not been candid with 
me, I fear." 

Mrs. Coulter took courage from Sir William's 
kindly manner. She ventured to ask what 
expiation he demanded from her sons and her- 
self. 
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" I congratulate myself npon having suc- 
ceeded in demonstrating your exact position to 
you," said the Baronet. "You perceive that 
escape is impossible. Mr, Griffiths is eager to 
conduct you to Bow Street ; and the police at 
Ostend are equally anxious to pounce upon your 
worthy sons. One word from me, and you are 
all ruined for life." 

" But you will have mercy upon us 1" cried 
Mrs. Coulter, beseechingly. 

'* Yes, I shall have mercy upon you. I have 
not forgotten the past — ^have you, my dear 
madam? Ahl I perceive that you have not. 
But you seem faint — allow me to give you a 
glass of sherry. Yes, I must insist upon your 
taking it. That is right. Now, to tertninate 
this affair. As I say, I am willing to have 
mercy upon you ; but it is not right that such a 
gross violation of all principles of virtue should 
pass unpunished— now, speaking candidly, is 
itt" 

" What shall we do to make amends ? Tell 
us, and it shall be done." 

" You shall be punished in this manner, Mr. 
Wilson, my lamented brother-in-law, has left you 

s2 
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and your sons certain legacies. These yon shall 
give np. Do yon consent to this f It is your 
sole means of escape.'' 

Mrs. Coulter hesitated ; Sir William quicken- 
ed her cogitation by observing that if she pre- 
ferred utter ruin and disgrace, he should raise 
no objection to her choice ; and, thereupon, Mrs. 
Coulter declared that she would sacrifice the 
legacies, 

'^ I thought that you would, my dear madam. 
I shall trouble you to sign this document. It is 
worded so as to secure myself against the 
penalties attaching to the compounding of a 
crime. Sign here, if you please." 

" But this only mentions me," said Mrs. Coul- 
ter. " I care for my sons more than for my- 
self." 

« Sign this, my dear madam, and hring me 
these two similar documents signed by your 
sons, and I pledge you my word of honour that 
no steps shall be taken against any of you for 
the abduction of my daughter. You hesitate — 
pardon me," and Sir William rang the bell 
again. " Request Mr. Griffiths to come here," 
he said to James, 
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" Oh I I will sign 1" exclaimed Mrs. Coulter, 
fearing that he had sent for the detective to 
have her arrested, 

** I knew that you would," amiably observed 
the Baronet. "Here, Mr. Griffiths, will you 
kindly witness this document that this excellent 
lady is about to sign ?" 

The document was duly signed and wit- 
nessed. 

"Here, my dear madam, are two other 
papers of a similar nature for your sons to sign. 
I grieve at having to request you to go back to 
Ostend to-day, but I think that it is necessary. 
As soon as your sons have signed these papers, 
you may set your minds at rest. Don't go yet, 
Mr. Griffiths. I have to discuss certain matters 
with you." 

Mrs, Coulter rose to depart, but she hesitated 
ere taking her leave. 

" You have something further to say to me t" 
inquired the Baronet, in his most dulcet tones, 

"You are not deceiving met You would 
not do that?" stammered Mrs. Coulter, sus- 
piciously. 

"My dear madam, can you suspect me of 
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such an infamooB design?'' asked Sir William, 
blandly. ^* No ; as soon as I shall have received 
these two documents duly signed, I promise you 
most solemnly that your sons shall have nothing 
to fear from me, as far as my daughter's abduc- 
tion is concerned. No steps, whatsoever, shall 
be taken against them, to punish them for their 
crime. I will even do more than this. I know 
that you are poor ; upon receipt of these papers, 
I will make you a very handsome present. 
Now, allow me to wish you good morning and 
bQn voyage.** 

Upon the afternoon of the next day, Mrs. 
Coulter again presented herself at Langstone 
House. She had been to Ostend, and had re- 
turned, bringing with her the two papers, duly 
signed by her sons, fler sons had accompanied 
her back to England, relying upon the promise 
of Sir William Serrall, and knowing that 
Ostend was no safer for them than was London. 

Sir William received Mrs. Coulter with all 
outward show of respect, save that he did not 
offer her his hand. He perused the papers, and 
having locked them up in his desk, took trom a 
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drawer a large packet, which was carefully 
fastened by means of ribbon and sealing-wax. 
This he placed upon the table before him. 

" Now, my dear madam," he said, " you must 
acknowledge that I have evinced more mercy 
towards you and your sons than you have de- 
served." 

" I am deeply grateful to you for your for- 
bearance," replied Mrs. Coulter. 

^^ Let us forget this matter, then. The kind^ 
ness of Heaven has preserved my daughter 
from your deeigns, and 1 am grateful to Heaveu 
for it« Let us talk of your prospects. What do 
you and your sons intend to do I" 

" We shall live quietly upon my little income, 
until they can find some employment." 

*^ Tour little income I May I ask, my dear 
madam, how much the said income may be !" 

*^ It is not much ; not more than three hun- 
dred and twenty pounds a year." 

"And is this all that you have ?" 

" Yes, everything in the world," sighed Mrs. 
Coulter, ceuBting a curious look at the packet ly- 
ing before Sir William. 

** Why, my dear madam, it will not be enough 
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to repay the money that you owe to your 
brother's estate I" 

" What money t" cried Mrs. Coulter, in alarm. 

** I cannot tell yon the amount exactly," an- 
swered Sir William, smiling at her, ** but I be- 
lieve that it is oyer seven thousand pounds." 

" But you have forgiven us — ^you cannot mean 
to strip us of everything," exclaimed Mrs. Coul- 
ter, wildly. 

" My dear madam," said Sir William, tender- 
ly, '' I should regret having to do such a thing, 
but, alas I duty is duty, and the money that 
you have received from the estate must be re- 
paid." 

" We cannot pay it ; we have npt such a 



sum." 



" That is very sad," observed Sir William, in 
tones expressive of deep sympathy. ^' It dis- 
tresses me to tell you that the seven thousand 
pounds must be repaid. I fear that you will 
only be able to pay part of it with your little 
property. Truly, it is most sad." 

" Have mercy upon us 1" implored Mrs. 
Coulter. 
. '* My dear madam, I regret to tell you that I 
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am not in a position to help yon. I believe that 
steps have been taken to attach yonr pro- 
perty." 

" Oh, Sir William, pray be merciful ; do not 
ruin us. I implore you to have pity upon us 1" 

** May I ask, my dear madam, if you have any 
reason to expect pity or help from me t" asked 
the Baronet, suavely. 

Mrs. Coulter burst into tears. 

"Tell me, my dear madam," continued Sir 
William, very quietly, " have you ever extended 
the hand of help to me, when I have been in 
need of it I You do not answer me ; you may 
have forgotten the past ; let me remind you of 
it. Who was it who poisoned the minds of your 
father and brother against my angel wife! 
Whose devilish treachery — I beg your pardon 
— I mean, who was the means of breaking her 
loving heart ?" 

Mrs. Coulter's moans were her only answer. 

" Who is it who has ever laboured against me 
and my children I Who took advantage of your 
brother's illness to deprive us of the means where- 
by we lived ? Did you not know that we were 
dependent upon your brother for our very exist- 
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ence ? Have you forgotten the letter which you 
wrote to Mrs. Martin, in reply to that lady's ap- 
peal to you for help on behalf of my daughters ! 
Mark me, madam, that appeal was not made to 
you with my consent. Had you aided my 
children, I should have spurned your aid. Dear- 
ly as 1 love them, I should have preferred to 
see them starve to accepting your bounty. But 
did you offer to aid them ? No, madam, you 
deliberately sought to drive them to starvation. 
Yes, you knew our position full well, and you 
gloried in our ruin. I shall not speak of your 
later actions against us, from which Heaven in 
its mercy has saved us. Think of your sister, 
think of my children, and ask yourself if you 
have reason to expect help or pity from me." 

Mrs. Coulter cast herself, half-fainting, upon 
the floor, and grovelled at Sir William's feet. 
Could she have seen the look with which he re- 
garded her, she would have known that there 
was no hope of pity from him. 

*^ fiise, madam," said the Baronet, after a few 
minutes silence, broken only by Mrs. Coulter's 
despairing sobs. '* Rise ; I shall forget the past. 
You and your sons are beggars now ; may you 
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bear beggary as patiently as I have borne it. I 
forget the past ; believe me, my dear madam/' 
here Sir William addressed her in his sweetest 
tones, ** that I forgive you everything. Permit 
me to assist you to rise." 

He helped her to her feet. She still sobbed 
bitterly, but attempted to utter no word of ex- 
culpation. 

" I have promised to give you a present, my 
dear madam. Take this packet — may it make 
you happy I Oh, do not thank me. Now allow 
me to open the door for you. Good day, my 
dear madam, and may you forget the past as 
readily as I do I" 

Without a word, Mrs. Coulter passed out of 
the house. She walked along swiftly, unthink- 
ingly, as if she had been in a dream. Her sons 
had awaited her in the street. Eagerly they 
demanded her news. Their mother gave them 
the packet which she had received from Sir 
William Serrall. They hastened to open it. 

" What is this f cried Ralph Coulter, in sur- 
prise. ^^ There is nothing but letters in this 
packet. They are in your handwriting, mother. 
Here is the note that we left upon the table 
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when we carried off that girl. What does this 
mean?" 

Yes ; the packet contained nought but the 
letters which Mrs. Coulter had written to Mr. 
Serrall nearly twenty years before, and the note 
which Ralph had recognised. 

The day of triumph had come at last. 
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CHAPTER XV, 



THE END OF THE DRAMA. 



TTOW Pretender won the Derby of 1869 is a 
-^^ matter of history, and how the Leviathan 
wrote out a cheque for forty thousand pounds, 
in favour of Mr. Williams, upon the very even- 
ing of the great race, is still a subject of admir- 
ing comment amongst the members of the sport- 
ing world. Sir William Serrall received the 
news of Pretender's success with wonderful 
equanimity. - Did I not teU you, my own 
darling pet," he observed to Polly, who had 
expressed her astonishment at her father's cool- 
ness, ** that Pretender must win t Luck comes 
with a run, my sweet one. Fortune has smiled 
upon us so persistently for the past six weeks, 
that I felt certain that I should win this bet. 



f V 
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It is to you, though, my angel, that I am in- 
debted for this large sum of money, for had 
you not extorted that promise from me, I 
should have hedged my money, and stood to 
win only a few paltry thousands. Bless you, 
my little angel 1" Sir William invested his 
winnings in Government Stock, until some 
better investment should offer itself. It is al- 
most needless to say that he adhered to the 
promise that he made to Polly, and never again 
risked his money upon the turf. 

Of course Sir William imparted to his daugh- 
ters the particulars of his interviews with Mrs. 
Coulter. It was with the greatest self-com- 
placency that he related to them how he had 
reduced his enemies to beggary. Lottie and 
Polly failed to participate in his feelings of 
triumph at this consummation of his hopes. 
Small cause as they had to entertain the least 
sentiment of compassion towards the Coulters, 
they, nevertheless, thought that their father 
had carried his enmity too far, and they, there- 
fore, besought him to be more merciful in his 
revenge. Sir William regarded the matter from 
his own point of view. 
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"My precious angels," he replied to their 
remonstrances, " believe me that I am a better 
judge of this case than you are. For nearly 
twenty years, we have suflFered from their infer- 
nal acts. They would have seen us begging 
our bread in the streets, without extending the 
least help to us. They would rejoice to see us 
beggared to-morrow. They hate us with all 
their hearts, and would injure us by any means 
in their power. Why, then, should I befriend 
them I Besides, my sweet ones, I am only act- 
ing in strict justice." 

" But, papa dear," said Lottie, " you have 
punished them sufficiently. You have satisfied 
your feelings of revenge, have you not?" 

" I have, my darling child," replied her father, 
complacently. 

■ 

" And you have no wish to punish them fur- 
ther, have you, dear ?" continued his daughter. 

" No, my angel, I have forgiven them every- 
thing." 

" Oh 1 yes," cried Polly, " like a schoolmaster 
who gives a boy a whacking, and then forgives 
him." 

" My own pet," observed her father, reprov- 
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inglj, '^ do not say whacking ; it is not an ele- 
gant word. Say, rather, a beating, or, better 
still, a castigation." 

"Then, papa," continued Lottie, "behave 
nobly, and heap coals of fire upon their heads, 
by suffering them to keep their own property." 

"I should prefer to heap the coals of fire 
upon their heads without suffering them to 
keep their own property," observed Sir William, 
mildly. 

" Oh I you spiteful old thing 1" exclaimed 
Polly. " Now, pa, yoa must do as we beg of 
you. You must let them keep their own. Pro- 
mise me that you will — promise at once, or I 
shall be seriously angry." 

" Will she, the darling pet t" cried her father. 
" What a terrible little fury she would be, bless 
her!" 

" So will Lottie — won't you, ducky f " 

" Oh 1 yes, I shall be very .angry indeed," said 
Lottie, trying to look grave. " Now, papa dear, 
promise tis that you wiU do this » 

" But, my own angels — " began Sir William. 

" No buts, if you please," cried Polly, stamp- 
ing her foot. " Here, Lottie, come and catch 
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hold of him ;" and the two girls threw them- 
selves upon their father, and vowed that they 
would not let him go until he had granted 
their request. What could Sir William do? 
His protestations were disregarded, or stopped 
in a very summary and loving manner. At last 
he consented to their entreaties. 

Thus it was that the Coulters were permitted 
to retain the property belonging to their 
mother. Nor was this all that those two 
designing maidens accomplished on behalf of 
their enemies. Taking advantage of their 
father's absence from town, they invited Mrs. 
Coulter to Laugstone House, and, then and 
there, assisted her to pack up and carry off 
every article belonging to herself or to her 
sons. Sir William looked very grave when 
they told him of what they had done, but of 
what avail was his gravity against their be- 
guilements ? The matter ended by his blessing 
them for a couple of bewitching little angels, far 
too generous-minded and forgiving, but, upon 
the whole, the two most darling pets the world 
had ever seen. 

The Coulters had no wish to remain in Eng- 
VOL. III. T 
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land. They converted all their property into 
money, and, taking the proceeds with them^ 
embarked for the new world. They have in- 
vested their capital in a sheep-mn in Queens- 
land, upon which they are at present thriving. 
Their life is one of activity and excitement. 
Their reverse of fortune has, probably, been the 
very best thing that could have befallen them. 
It is not seldom that Mrs. Coulter and Ralph 
assent to Fred's declaration that in honest toil 
they have found a happiness of which they had 
no previous idea. Yes ; in the constant excite- 
ment of their new life they are comparatively 
happy ; but often, as Ralph and his mother gaze 
at each other, there rises up between them the 
agonised face of a suffering old man, and the 
shudder that creeps over them warns them that 
the past has not yet been fully expiated. 

Sir William was greatly amused by Haller's 
account of the ingenious manner in which the 
consent of Coiner's father and mother had been 
obtained, and he acknowledged the wisdom that 
proa>pted his young friend to act as he had 
done. Coiner ably seconded Haller in his 
attempt to throw a veil over the Baronet's past 
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life. When Sir William and hi& daughters 
visited Stickborough, it was an understood thing 
that no mention was to be made of any matter 
that could recall to their minds the memory of 
their past 'sorrows. The Coiners were fairly 
charmed by their newly-found relations. The 
courtesy of Sir William, the beauty and talents 
of Lottie, and the vivacity of Polly were pro- 
nounced by Mrs. Coiner to be perfectly delight- 
ful, and it was with many a " begad " that her 
husband declared that Lottie was the very girl 
of all others whom he should have chosen for 
his daughter-in-law, bad choice in the matter 
been left solely to him. The county families, 
^ho had regretted the possible extinction of an 
old and honourable name, were, likewise, most 
warm in their greeting of Sir William and his 
family. Perhaps the exaggerated reports of 
the wealth of the Serralls had something to do 
with the warmth of their reception^ The pre- 
liminaries of Herbert's marriage with Lottie 
were soon arranged, and in solemn family coun- 
cil it was determined that^ upon the completion 
of the happy ceremony,. Herbert should take 
and evermore bear the name of Serrall-Colner. 

T 2 
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From Stickborough, Sir William and his 
daughters went to Eenil worth, to pay a visit to 
the Hallers. The worthy solicitor had recovered 
from his attack of gout, to the inexpressible re- 
lief of his family, and all connected with him. 
The sisters of our friend Punch made a great 
pet of Polly ; as for Lottie, she was quite 
monopolised by Coiner, who was also a visitor 
at Keuilworth. Polly learned to canoe, much 
to the alarm of her father, who feared lest his 
adventurous darling should be drowned. Then 
came the Long Vacation, and Haller returned 
home, greatly to the regret of his sisters ; for, 
henceforth, they were compelled, as Edith 
Haller sadly but expressively put it, to play 
the part of old gooseberry. Her brother laugh- 
ed at her, and assured them that no other 
girls could play it equally well, but this failed 
to console them. 

Our drama is drawing to a close; there is 
but one more scene to be witnessed ere we shall 
feast our eyes upon the grand tableau that is 
already well-nigh prepared for the Jinale. Two 
of our favourite actors are upon the stage.' Let 
us not be impatient to drive them from it. 
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It is a pretty scene, that upon which we now 
are gazing. Over a bright stream hangs an 
enormous hawthorn-bush, laden with sweetly- 
scented flowers. Beneath the tree are two 
canoes, and in these are our actors — a lady and 
a gentleman. The canoes are motionless, for 
with one hand the gentleman is holding on to 
a bough, whilst with the other he is preventing 
the bark of his companion from drifting down 
the stream. The face of the lady is bright and 
cheerful ; she is inhaling the perfume of a spray 
of hawthorn. The countenance of the gentle* 
man is overcast and gloomy, and there is a 
jealous look in his eyes as he regards the 
scented blossoms which his companion is caress- 
ing. 

"You seem to have enjoyqd your visit to 
Stickborough very much," moodily observes 
the gentleman, who is no other than our friend 
Punch. 

** Oh 1 yes, very much indeed," briskly answers 
his companion, in whom we may recognise 
Polly. " They are such jolly people, the Coi- 
ners — especially old Mr. Coiner, and Alfred." 
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** I don't doubt it/' observes Haller, in a tone 
hardly indicative of pleasure. 

" Alfred, you know," continues Polly, rather 
maliciously, ** came all the way from Cambridge 
for the express purpose of making our acquaint- 
ance." 

*^ I hate Cambridge men I" mutters Haller. 

**Do you indeed?" says Polly. "Well, I 
don't. I like them very much — I think that as 
a rule they are much more agreeable than 
Oxford men." 

** I congratulate you upon your opinion," says 
Haller, in a tone evidently meant to be very 
sarcastic. 

« Thank you," laughs Polly. « You haven't 
seen Alfred Coiner, have you? I think him 
better-looking than Herbert." 

^^ I am delighted to learn that he has found 
favour in your eyes. From what Herbert says, 
I fancy that he has nothing but his good looks 
to recommend him." 

*' Then, at all events, he has one recommenda- 
tion, hasn't he? I know some fellows who 
haven't any." And thus saying, Polly casts an 
innocent look at her companion. 
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*^ So do I," answers Haller, evading her thrust. 
** And so, Polly, yon like this fellow, do yon t" 

" Oh 1 yes, very much indeed," replies Polly, 
impressively. •* He is so good-natured — I never 
heard him say that he hated anybody — ^no, not 
even Oxford men," 

*^ It is impossible to hate Oxford men," says 
Haller, quickly. 

** I don't know so much about that. Don't 
you thinh that Oxford men are sometimes a 
little conceited ? Now, if there is one fault that 
I dislike more than others, it is conceit." 

"Quite right," approves Haller ; "so do I." 

"Two of a trade can never agree — ^is that 
what you mean f " 

" Is it possible, Polly, that you can think m« 
conceited?" 

" Such a thing is not impossible," answers 
Polly. 

" For once, then, you're mistaken," says Hal- 
ler. "Let me confess to you, Polly. I have 
perhaps been conceited, but I am so no longer. 
No, the conceit has been taken out of me." 

"How very interesting, as that dear Mrs. 
Coiner would say," observes Polly, laughing at 



« 
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the melancholy tone in which Haller had made 
his confession. 

" I don't like Mrs. Coiner I" exclaims Haller. 

'* Dear me 1 Pray, Mr. Haller, is there any- 
body who is fortunate enough to be liked by 

you r 

" I will tell you why 1 dislike her. When I 
made her acquaintance, and told her about you, 
her first question was whether you had any 
money. When she learnt that you had, she 
observed that you would do admirably for one 
of her dear boys. Now do you see why Alfred 
Coiner came from Cambridge? Mercenary 
wretches I — I hate both of them 1" 

" Really, I feel flattered by what you tell me," 
says Polly, greatly amused. "Mrs. Coiner 
thinks that her sons are perfect. She must 
have a very high opinion of me to think that I 
am worthy of one of them." 

" She would have exactly twice as high an 
opinion of any girl whose fortune was twice as 
large as yours«" 

" And is this all that you have to confess ?" 
inquires Polly. 

"No, it isn't, We were talking of conceit, and 
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I was telling you that all the conceit had been 
taken out of me." 

"Dear me I how melancholy," laughs Polly. 

"I was conceited enough to think that you 
liked me ; that you — yes, that you really cared 
a little for me." 

" Did you, indeed ? yes, that was conceited 
of you." 

"Conceited or not, I thought it. I felt honoured 
by it ; I — yes, I really hoped that it was true." 

"Well, Mr. Haller?" says Polly, pulling the 
spray of hawthorn to pieces. 

" Cannot you guess why I hoped it ?" 

" Oh dear, no; I'm such a bad hand at guessing 
things. Pray tell me why it was ;" and Polly 
casts her ruined spray into the stream, and looks 
about her for another. 

" Try to guess, Polly dear," Haller whispers. 

" Oh, I can't," answers Polly, turning her face 
away to hide a blush. 

" I love you, Polly," stammers Haller, his 
heart in his mouth. 

"You are joking," replies Polly, without 
looking at him. 

" Joking!" exclaims Haller, indignantly. "Do 
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you think that I should dare to joke on such a 
subject ?" 

" I don't know ; your sisters say that you're a 
horrid flirt.'* 

** A flirt I" cries Haller, astounded at the 
baseness of his sisters. *'And you believe 
them !" 

** I know nothing about such things," observes 
Polly, artlessly. " Why should they tell me a 
story !" 

**0h, it's their way; girls will say things of that 
kind ; they are always chattering about what 
they know nothing of." 

" Thank you, Mr. Haller,'* says Polly with 
much dignity. 

" Forgive me ; I was only speaking of my 
sisters. Polly, dear, I do love you with all my 
heart and soul. Do you think that I am capable 
of telling you a falsehood I" 

" I hope not," murmurs Polly. 

" Indeed, I am not. I adore yon. Do you 
think that you can care for me, Polly t Do you 
mind my adoring you ?" 

"I suppose that I can't help it," wisely 
observes Polly. 
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" Do not laugh at me, dearest Polly," implores 
Haller, casting a beseeching look at her. " Say 
that you do care for me — say that you love me, 
just a little bit ; do, my darling Polly," 

"I dare not," replies Polly, very faintly. 
" What would pa say I He was very angry 
with Herbert for proposing to Lottie before ask- 
ing his permission." 

" If your papa has no objection, may I hope 
that you will have none ?" asks Haller eagerly. 

« I don't know ; I'll think about it." 

" Then, darling one, set your mind at rest," 
cries Haller, triumphantly. " I have spoken to 
Sir William Serrall, and I have his consent to try 
to gain yours." 

*' Have you ?" exclaims Polly, in surprise, 

•' Yes, my darling ; now may I beg you to 
have pity upon me, and to tell me that you will 
be mine ?" 

" So you and he have jsettled it between you, 
have you ?" cries Polly, indignantly. " I'm to 
have no voice in the matter — oh 1 dear, no I I'm 
to be treated like a mere child, whose consent 
is quite a secondary consideration 1" 

"But, Polly, my darling, just now you said 
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that I should speak to your fitther before asking 
your consent, did you nott" 

" No, I didn't^" declares Polly. " What I meant 
was, that you should speak to him — ^I mean that 
you shouldn't speak to him — before you knew 
what T had to say about it. You know what I 
mean ; you should have asked me first, and got 
his consent afterwards." 

"My darling Polly," cries Haller, "that is 
precisely what I am going to do. I did not ask 
your father to consent to my marrying you. I 
merely asked if he had any objection to my 
telling you that I loved you. It is for you, my 
darling, to say if you can return my love." 

" You've treated me shamefully," declares 
Polly. 

" Have pity upon me, Polly, my darling. It 
will break my heart to fail in gaining your love. 
Would you break my heart I" 

" No," murmurs Polly, in milder tone. 

" Then, darling, you do love me, don't you ? 
Look at me, my own Polly. Let me read my 
fate in your eyes." 

Polly raises her head, and tries to look firmly 
into Haller's face. She falters in her gaze 
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burning blush dyes her cheeks — ah I she is lost. 
She is turning away from her lover, when he 
throws his arm round her waist, and clasps her 
to his heart. 

"Oh, don't!" cries Polly in alarm— " you'll 
upset the canoes." 

" Bother the canoes !" exclaims Haller. " My 
own darling, beautiful Polly " 

" Oh ! you'll upset us I" interrupts Polly. 

" No, I shan't, my angel," Haller assures her. 
" There is no danger, for the water is but a foot 
deep," and again he strains his lady-love to his 
heart. 

" Ha I ha t ha !" roars a gruff voice just above 
them. " Ha I ha I ha 1" laughs a second voice in 
chorus. 

Polly and Haller look upwards, and see Sir 
William Serrail and Mr. Haller upon the bank. 
At the sight of them, Polly utters a little shriek, 
and Haller's face assumes the colour of a freshly- 
boiled lobster. 

" Come up here, Edward," cries Mr. Haller, 
striving to look severe. " Come and explain 
your disgraceful conduct. Here is a place where 
you can get up." 
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^ Let me assist you, my sweetest pet," says 
her father, descending the bank. *' That is 
right ; and now, what has my naughty darling 
to say to her father T" 

Polly rushes into Sir William's arms, and 
hiding her &ce on his breast, whispers anxi- 
ously, " Oh t pa dear, are you angry V* 

" Angry, my beloved one !" exclaims her 
father — " who could be angry with such a dar- 
ling as you f " 

" Now, Edward," growls the solicitor, ** you'll 
please to explain your conduct. I have re- 
ceived a letter from some confounded Oxford 
lawyer, enclosing bills against you to the 
amount of sixty-four pounds^ aiid threatening 
to take legal proceedings against you, unless 
you pay them at once. What have you? to say 
to this? None of your equivocations, now !" 

** I grieve to say that I owe the money,." an- 
swers the souy humbly* 

" Oh I you do, do you ? Come, that's candid, 
at all events. I have warned you that I shall 
never forgive your getting into debt. Now, what 
objection, have you to raise to my disowning 
you, and casting you* off without a penny to 
bless yowrself with ?." 
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Haller perceives from his father's manner 
that the old gentleman is not in earnest, so he 
answers boldly, 

" Because I am engaged to marry this young 
lady, sir, and because I know that you are the 
best-hearted father in the world. Fm very 
sorry for my folly, but I promise never to get 
into debt again.'^ 

" So you have dared to ask this young lady 
to marry you, have you ? And what have you 
said to the young scapegrace, Miss Polly I" 

Polly's blushes are her best reply. 

" Well, Edward," exclaims Sir William, 
** shake hands. I'm uncommonly glad to con- 
gratulate you and Polly. Your father and I 
saw you come here ; that led to a little discus- 
sion on our part. We have settled your future 
for you. As soon after the receipt of your first 
brief as may conveniently be, you shall be mar- 
ried. Now we are going to the house. Polly, 
my beloved, I know that you will prefer canoe- 
ing a little longer ; let me help you down the 
bank again. God bless you, my darling I 
Don't try to embrace her again whilst you are 
afloat^ Edward. Now, good-bye for the present." 
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The Bceue changeB, and we are gazing upon 
the final tableau of our drama. In the little 
church, built centuries ago by the founder of 
the house of Serrall, the little church wherein of 
old the father of Sir William officiated, Lottie 
and Herbert are kneeling at the feet of the Rev. 
Mr. Bills, who is pronouncing a nuptial benedic- 
tion over them. The church is crowded. Be- 
hind Lottie, are kneeling Polly and the three 
sisters of our friend Haller, attired in all the 
splendour of bridesmaids. Haller and Longley 
are, of course, two of the groomsmen ; the third 
is Alfred Coiner ; the fourth is Kihlvold, who 
has come to England expressly for the wedding. 
There is Sir William kneeling near his daugh- 
ters, happy-looking, but with a suspicion of tears 
in his dark eyes. Behind the group at the 
altar, are Mr. and Mrs. Coiner, and Mr. and 
Mrs. Haller. Our good old friend, Mrs. Martin, 
is also there. She has yielded to Sir William's 
request, backed up as it was by the entreaties 
of Lottie and Polly, and will henceforth keep 
house for the Baronet. Everybody seems in- 
tensely happy ; even Mr. Haller is smiling. The 
irascible solicitor is at last satisfied that his son 
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is not an utter idiot, for Punch, to the astonish- 
ment of himself and everybody else, has taken 
a second-class in his final examination. Coi- 
ner's name likewise figured in the second-class. 
Longley scored a very good first ; but, as Hal- 
ler observed, what else could be expected of a 
man who would read hard, and do nothing that 
wasn't, in the words of Sailer's favourite French- 
man, parfaitement comme ilfaut? 

And now the kneelers arise, and from the 
organ peals forth a loud strain of joy and 
praise, making the age-blackened rafters tremble 
in the flood of melody. A curtain is withdrawn 
from a window, and the young bride and her 
husband stand radiant in a blaze of glorious 
sunshine. For them the omen shall be ful- 
filled. In their new life, trials may come upon 
them, sorrows may threaten them, but trials 
and sorrows shall vainly surge against the rock 
of their love. Hand in hand they shall pass 
through life together, and for them shall be 
accomplished the prayers of those by whom 
they are so well loved. Ring out, ye bells! 
Ring a God-speed to those loving hearts ! 

THE END. 
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HISTORY OF TWO QUEENS : CATHARINE 

OP ARAGON and ANNE BOLEYN. By W. Hbpworth Ddcon. 
Second Edition, Vols. 1 & 2. Demy 8vo. 80s. To be completed 
in 4 Volumes. 

"In two handsome volumes Mr. Dixon here gives ns the first instalment of a 
new historical work on a most attractive subject The book is in many respects a 
favourable specimen of Mr. Dixon's powers. It is the most painstaking and 
elaborate that he has yet written. .... On the whole, we may say that the book 
is one which will sustain the reputation of its author as a writer of great power 
and versatility, that it gives a new aspect to many an old subject, and presents in 
a very striking light some of the most recent discoveries in English history." — 
Athenasum. 

** In these volumes the author exhibits in a signal manner his special powers 
and finest endowmenta It is obvious that the historian has been at especial pains 
to justify his reputation, to strengthen his hold upon the learned, and also to 
extend his sway over the many who prize an attractive style and interesting narra* 
tive more highly than laborious research and philosophic insight*' — Morning Post. 

** The thanks of all students of English history are due to Mr. Hepworth Dixon 
for his clever and original work, * History of two Queens.' As yet we have only an 
instalment ; but there is enough in these volumes to show how excellently qualified 
is Mr. Dixon for the task he has undertaken. The book is a valuable contribution 
to English history. The author has consulted a number of perfectly original 
sources of information — in particular the archives at Simancas, Alcala, and Venice. 
Mr. Dixon is a skilful writer. His style, singularly vivid, graphic, and dramatic — 
is alive with human and artistic interest Some of the incidental descriptions 
reach a very high level of picturesque power." — Daily News. 

"■ Mr. Hepworth Dixon, in his new work, has chosen a theme at once intrinsic 
cally interesting and admirably fit for illustration by his practised and brilliant 
pen. The lives of Catharine of Aragon and Anne Boleyn give ample scope to a 
writer so clear and vivid in his descriptions, so lifelike in his portraiture, so de- 
cided in his judgment, and whose sparkling vivacity of style can be shaded off, 
when necessary, by such delicate touches of tenderness and pathos. For pleasant 
reading and very effective writing we can warmly commend Mr. Dixon's volumea" 
Daily Telegraph. 

" Two fascinating volumea It is a work of careful criticism and conscientious 
investigation." — Standard. 

" In these volumes we have much graphic vivacity and picturesque charm in the 
style, and abundant evidence of accurate research. K Mr. Dixon displays in what 
yet remains of his task the same amount of discrimination, careful writing, and 

gatient research, he will have made another valuable contribution to our national 
istory."— 7%« Hour. 

"The history of Catharine of Aragon is one of the highest interest The 
vicissitudes of her career afford a fitting field for the exercise of Mr. Dixon's 
remarkable talent in describing past scenes with a freshness and vigour which 
neutralize the mist of years, and of infusing life and passion into tlu9 monumental 
elfigiee of the remarkable men and women of the past To jstudy Mr. Dixon's 
account of the country, of the Court, and of the family history of Isabel the Catholic, 
is to possess the key to the explanation of all the anarchy and misery through 
which Spain is now struggling." — Echo. 

" A brilliant instalment towards a complete history. If Mr. Dixon acoompUshes 
his task with the pains and industry which mark every page of the volumes now 
before us, the public will acknowledge his * Queens ' as the most successful of all 
his labours." — Notes and Qitenes. 

"A thoughtful, impressive, and philosophical work, valuable alike for breadth 
of view, extent of information, and penetrative insight; and it has, like all its 
author's works, the glow and fascination of romance. No reader will leave a page 
nnperosed."— ^ufid!^ Times. 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF A PAGE AT THE 

COURT OF LOUIS XVI. By Fklix, Count Dk Franob D'He- 
SBQUE8. Edited from the French, by Chablottb M. Tonob, Anthor 
of the ^'Heir of RedclyfiFe,' Ac. 1 yol. 8yo. I4s. 

'^This is a eurioiui book— one of those few books which ought to be welcome to 
aU sorts of readera Those who cherish the memory of the aneien regime will And 
in it a profusion of details that cannot fail to delight them. Stndents of history 
will be glad of the cnrions particolara here provided for their amosement as well 
as instraetion." — Examiner. 

" Whoever cares to know the ways of the Cionrt of VersaiUes in its last days, the 
discipline and tricks of its pages, its quaint osages, and similar recollections of a 
barieid past, will find this singular volume very amusing. — Pall Mall Oazette. 

'* From what we have said our readers vrill be right in concluding that tiiis volume 
of court life is amusing generally, but especially so in the details which refer to the 
manners and cusUxns of the by-gone pages of the Chamber of Versailles and Fon- 
taineblean." — Atheiumim. 

"This is as good a picture of life at the French court nearly a century since as 
one could wish for. The work of the translator has been carefully and efficiently 
don&" — Standard 

** In this work we have portraits taken from life of Kings, Queens, Ministera, 
Maids of Honour, Potentates, Pages, and Boyal Favourites, and have a thorough 
insight into court society as it was during the last century." — Court JoumaL 

TO AND FROM CONSTANTINOPLE. By 

Hubert E. H. Jerninoham, Author of " Life in a French Chateau," 
&c. 8yo, with Illustrations; 158. 

"Mr. Jemingham's work includes trips from Brindisi to Athens, to Corinth by 
Nauplia, and MycensB, to Mount Athoa, to Gyzicns, Broussa, NIcomedia, and 
Niceaa, besides chapters upon Constantinople and its environs. While the most 
interesting parts of the work to a general reader are the descriptions of the 
people, the anthor gives a mass of notices as to the antiquities and interesting 
sites of the localities he visits." — Standard 

" This book contains some good sketohes of Turkish and Greek character, and 
the author describes very well the scenes he passes through. The chapter on Mount 
Athos is written with especial cara" — Olobe. 

"• The places through which Mr. Jemingham passed abound with historical as- 
sociations. The scenery, habits of the people, ancient monuments ajid relics, are 
all described. ' To and ¥^m Constantinople * will prove a most efficient guide- 
book to those who are likely to visit Eastern lands." — Court JoumaL 

THE LION AND THE ELEPHANT. By the 

late C. J. Andebsson, Author of " Lake Ngami/' &c. Edited by 
L. Lloyd, author of " Field Sports of the North," &c. «vo. 
With Illustrations. 158. 

FROM THE THAMES TO THE TAMAR: A 

SUMMER ON THE SOUTH COA.ST. By the Rev. A. G. 
L'EsTKAKOB. 1 vol. 8vo, with niustrations. 15s. 

" To all who visit the sonth coast this book will afford much aaefal and interest- 
ing information." — Standard. 

"A pleasant and readable book. A traveller might amuse himself very well by 
following Mr. L'Estrange's footsteps."— <S|pee^ator. 

*' An interesting book, full of historical and local information." — Examiner. 

"A gossiping book, easy to read, and often conveying information of some in- 
terest, if not of importance." — Athenaeum. 

" A very agreeably-written volume, full of pleasant sketches of scenery, lively 
anecdotes, and interesting reminiscences."— Ocean Highwayt. 
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LIFE OF MOSCHELES ; with Selections from 

HIS DIARIES AND CORRESPONDENCE. By Hib Wipb. 
2 vols, large post 8vo, with Po^^trait. 243. 

This work comprises noxnerons interesting particulars respecting almost all the 
musical celebrities of Moscheles' time, including Auber, Beethoven, Berlioz, 
Bishop, Benedict, Bennett, Balfe, Bamett, Bochsa, Braham, Clementi, Cramer, 
Cherubini, Czemy, Chopin, Costa, Catalani, Caradori, Dragonetti, Dreys- 
chock, Duprez, De Beriot, Ernst, Field, G^arcia, Grisi, Gounod, Hummel, 
Haleyy, Hensel, Heller, Henselt, Hiller, Hall^, Joachim, Ereutzer, Eemble, 
Lindley, Lablache, Liszt, Lind, LitolfF, Mendelssohn, Meyerbeer, Majrseder, 
Malibran, Macfarren, Mario, Mori, Nenkomm, Novello, Pleyel, Pacini, Paer, 
Pasta, Paganini, Patti, Bossini, Bomberg, Bies, Bubini, Bubinstein, Bonconi, 
Beeves, Schubert, Spohr, Spontini, Schxmiann, Smart, Sivori, Sonntag, 
Staudigl, Tamburini, Thalberg, Weber, Wagner, &c. 



" This work is full of interesting information about the musical events of the last 
half-century. Moscheles kep: up to the day of his death a diary, in which he 
minutely recorded all his experiences, and his constant intercourse with such men 
as Beethoven, Weber, Mendelssohn, and Schumann, enabled him to collect a mass 
of facts and anecdotes which throw much valuable light on recent musical history. 
The greater part of the diary was written in London, where Moscheles settled in 1826; 
and he describes in a vivid and attractive style the various incidents of his career 
in England as director of the Philharmonic Concerts, and the events which most 
interested our musical public during that time.*' — Pall Mall Oazette. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF SOCIETY IN FRANCE 

AND ENGLAND. By Lady Clementina Davibs. Second Edition. 
2 vols. 2l8. 

Among numerous other distinguished persons referred to in this work are : — Louis 
XVI, Marie Antoinette, Louis XVIII, the Duchesse D'Angouleme, Napoleon I, 
the Empress Josephine, Queen Hortense, Charles X, Louis Philippe, the Duke 
and Xhichess de Berry, the Count de Chambord, the Emperor Alexander, King 
Frederic William, Prince Talleyrand, Prince Esterhazy, Blucher, Ney, Soult, 
Fuuch^ the Polignacs, Talma, Napoleon III, the Empress Eugenie, the Due 
de Momy, Count d'Orsay, Victor Hugo, George IV, Queen Caroline, Prince 
Leopold, the Princess Charlotte, the Duke of York, the Duke of Wellington, 
Lord Byron, Sir Walter Scott, Sir H. Davy, Tom Moore, Mr. Barham. Mrs. Sid- 
dons, the Eembles, Mr& Jordan, Miss Stephens, M11& Mara, Madame Catalan!, 
Mile. Bachel, the Countess Gniccloli, Lady Cork, Lady Blessington. &o. 

** On proceeding to a conscientious examination of the contents, we found the 
familiar and commonplace matter lightened and relieved by many lively touches of 
description, many traits of character, many illustrative incidents, which may prove 
helps to history, and might have been irretrievably lost had they not been marked 
and recorded as they occurred. Lady Clementina Davies's opportunities were ex- 
cellent, and the very traditions of her family are fraught with interebt Some of 
her local and personal impressions are as graphic and distinct as if they had been 
— so to speak — photographed aa her memory. ' — The Times, 

'* The two entertaining and pleasantly-written volumes before us will interest and 
amuse many readers." — Pall Mall Ocusette. 

** Two charming volumes, full of the most interesting and entertahiing matter, 
and written in plain, elegant English. Lady Clementina Davies has seen much, 
hoard much, and remembered well Her unique and brilliant recollections have the 
interest of a romance, wherein no character is fictitious, no incident untrue.'— /'or^. 
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BRIDES AND BRIDALS. By J. 0. Jeaffreson, 

B.A., Oxon, Author of **A Book abont the Clergy," &c. Second 
Hdition. 2 vols. 8yo. 308. 

Ck>HTKMT8 :~AntIqa{ty of Matrimonial GofltoniB, Marriage by Capture, Marriage by 
Parchase, The Chorch Porch, EBponaala, Celebration of Marriage, Pablication 
of Banns, Ancient Bestraints on Ereedom of Mairiage, Pre-Gontracts, Marriages 
in Strict Order and Marriages by License, The Wedding Ring, The Bing-finger, 
The Oimmal Bing, Costumes of Brides, Bridesmaids, and Groomsmen, Wedding 
Cake, Wedding Presents, The Dinner and the Dance, Sports and Pastimes, Bri- 
dal Music, Wedding Sermons, Infantile Wedlock, Lucky Days and Lawful 
Hours, Parental Authority, Discipline of Wives, Laws and Novels, Sermons and 
Essays, Old Proverbs about Marriage and Women,Characteri8tic8 of Womankind 
in Old Time, The Splnsten of Past Times, Medical Women and White Slaves, 
Clerical Marriage,Lay-marriages during tiie Commonwealth, Taxes on Celibacy, 
Curious Marriages, Clandestine and Irregular Marriages, Prisons and Lawless 
Churches, Fleet Marriages, The Fleet Clergy, Lord Hardwick's Marriage Act, 
The Savoy Chapel, Gretna Green Matches, The Carrying away of Heiresses, 
The Royal Fleet Marriages, The Boyal 3Iarriage Act, Marriage with Deceased 
Wife's Sister, Honeymoon Trips and Cards, Samuel Johnson (m Matrimony, 
Jenx d'Esprit against Wives, Dissolution of Partnership, &c 

" In this book Mr. Jeaffreson appeals to an audience even larger than those 
addressed in his books about Lawyers, Doctors, and the Clergy. His ' Brides and 
Bridals ' cannot fail to go straight to the heart of every woman in England. We 
doubt not that these volumes will be carefully scanned by fair eyes of all ages and 
conditions, and will afford no less amusement than instruction. .... There is 
much that we should like to quote in the interesting chapters on * Clerical Mar- 
riage,' ' Curious Marriages,' the ' Abduction of Heiresses,' and the * Dissolution of 
Marriages,' but we must be content with referring all who read, whether for 
amusement or information, to the book itself, which they will find a valuable 
depository of knowledge on the subject" — Atheruetttn. 

** While these delightful volumes are certain to command ite attention Of men 
of * all sorts and conditions,' women will feel that the book especially concerns 
themselves. Having consulted hundreds of volumes and unpublished records of 
obsolete customs, Mr. Jeaffreson, interspersing legal information with quaint and 
amusing anecdotes, has produced a work which will be found a most useful book of 
reference by historians, artiste, and all persons who desire to know how our fore- 
fathers lived. The chapter on ' The Discipline of Wives,' and *01d Proverbs about 
Marriage and Women,' aro extremely interesting." Morning Post. 

''These volumes contabi something for all tastes, and are sure of a lasting 
popularity."— 2)at/y Neios. 

'*Two very interesting and clever volumes. Happy in his subjects, and happy 
in his treatment of them, Mr. Jeaffreson has here maintained his old character- 
isties, and has produced a book about Briles and Bridals as attractive as either of 
his well-known books about Doctors, Lawyers, or the Clergy." — Notes and (Queries. 

ADVENTURES AFLOAT AND ASHORE. By 

Parker Gilluorb ("Ubiqne"), Author of "Prairie Farms and 

Prairie Folk," &c, 2 vols, crown 8vo, with Illastrations. 21s. 

''Written in bright and lively styl&"— ^Menitntm. 

'* An inimitable repertory of anecdotes, fun, and frolic" — John Bulk 

"Two readaBle volumes, which become at times really exciting. — Standard. 

** Two lively, rattling volumes of racy anecdote, giving a charming idea of sport 
by land and sea." — Oraphk. 

"A most amusing and interesting work. Though much of its matter is 
addressed to sportsmen, yet enough remains to afford great entertainment to all 
classes of readera We have been in every way pleased with the pleasant travels 
of the author, and with his excellent description of them."— Be<r« Life. 
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THE SWITZEES. By W. Hepwobth Dixon. 

Third Edition. 1 vol. demy 8vo. 158. 

** Tarn where we will there is the same impaBsloned eloqnence, the same lavish 
wealth of metaphor, the same vigour of declamation, the same general glow upon 
the pages. Switzerland may be hackneyed as a country, yet there is freshness in 
Mr. Dixon's subjects. Mr. Dixon throws a passing glance at the snow peaks and 
glacier fields that are the Switzerland of the tourist If he deals with the grand 
catastrophes of nature, with avalanche, flood, and storm, it is in their relation 
to the victims of the elements, for his topics are the people and their institution& 
We assent entirely to the parable of his preface." — Tunes. 

*' A lively, interesting, and altogether novel book on Switzerland. It is full of 
valuable information on social, political, and ecclesiastical questions, and, like all 
Mr. Dixon's books, it is eminently readable." — DaUp News. 

" We advise every one who cares for good literature to get a copy of this brilliant, 
novel, and abundantly Instructive account of the Switzers. The composition of the 
book is in the very best styl&" — Morning Post. 

** A work of real and abiding valua Mr. Dixon has never painted with more 
force and truth. His descriptions are accurate, impartial, and clear. We most 
cordially recommend the book." — Standard 

** A most interesting and useful work ; especially well timed when the questions 
of military organization and primary education occupy so large a share of public 
attention. There is that happy fusion of the picturesque and the practical in Mr. 
Dixon's works which gives especially to the present book its great charm. It has 
at once the graphic interest of a romance, and the sterling value of an educational 
eBOAj."— Daily Telegraph, 

THE LITERARY LIFE OF THE REV. WIL- 

LIAM HARNESS, Vicar of AU Saints, Knightsbridge, and Pre- 
bendary of St. Paul's. By the Rev. A. G. L'Estrangb. 8vo. 15s. 

"The book is a pleasant book, and will be found excellent reading. AU those 
to whom Uie good name of Byron is dear, will read with an ahnost exquisite plea- 
sure the testimony given by Hamesa The fine qualities of the man are set forth, 
without any attempt to conceal hia errors or his vices ; as regards the latter, there 
is shown to have been gross exaggeration in the report of them." — Athenmum. 

" This work will be read with much interest The Bev. William Harness was the 
friend of Byron, and of almost every literary celebrity of his time. He liked 
to be about literary men, and they reciprocated that liking. Byron, Miss Mitford^ 
the Eembles, Wordsworth, Southey, Coleridge, Lamb, llogers, Sheridan, Theodore 
Hook, Henry Hope, were among his friends ; and the consequence of this varied 
literary friendship is that his life, for richness in biographical details, is surpassed 
by no recent publication except Crabb Bobiuson's Diary." — Hcho. 

THE LUSHAI expedition. 1871-72. By R. 

G.WooDTHOBPB, Lieut. R.E. 1 vol. demy 8vo, with Illustrations. 16s. 

*' Lieut Woodthorpe's account of the Lushai Expedition is important as well as 
interesting. The writer excels in description, and is very pleasing in his geogra- 
phical and scenic sketches Its descriptions, indeed, constitute one of the chief 
charms of the work. Any person who wishes to be intimately acquainted with 
life in India will find almost every line to be worth close attention." — Post. 

" Lieut Woodthorpe has rendered an important service to the British public by 
giving them a most valuable and intelligible narrative of the Lushai Expedition. 
Those who take an interest in Indian affairs cannot do better than consult thin 
interesting book." — United Service Gazette. 

"A highly entertaining and instructive book. What the Lushai force saw, 
and accomplished, Lieut. Woodthorpe has told in a graphic style, besides giving 
us much inrormation about these curious and interesting tribes. The book will 
be read by ail with equal pleasure and pi'oflt" — United Service Magazine, 
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VOLS. I. & II. OF HER MAJESTY'S TOWER. 

By W. HEPWORTH DIXON. DEDICATED BY EXPRESS 

PERMISSION TO THE QUEEN. Sixth Edition. 8vo. SOs. 

OoMTSNTi:— The Pile— Inner Ward and Outer "Ward— The Wharf- Biver Bighto^ 
The White Tower— Charles of Orleans— Uncle Glonoester- Prison Bnlee— Bean- 
ohamp Tower— The good Lord Cobham— King and Cardinal— The Pilgrimage 
of Grace— Madge Cheyne — Heirs to the Crown— The Nine Days' Queen- De- 
throned— The Men of Kent— Courtney — No Cross no Crown — Cranmer, Lati- 
mer, Bidley— White Boses— Princess Margaret— Plot and Counterplot— Mon- 
■ieur Charles— Bishop of Boss — Murder of Northumberland — Philip the Con- 
fessor—Mass in the Tower— Sir Walter Baleigh— The Arabella Plot— 
Baleigh*s Walk— The Villain Waad— The Garden House— The Brick Tower 
—The Anglo-Spanish Plot— Factions at Court— Lord Grey of Wilton- 
Old English Catholics— The English Jesuits— White Webbs— The Priests' Plot 
—Wilton Court— Last of a Noble Line — Powder-Plot Boom— Guy Fawkes — 
Origin of tiie Plot — Vinegar HouBe— Conspiracy at Large — ^The Jesuit's Move- 
In London — ^November, 1605^Hnnted Down— In the Tower— Search for Gar- 
net—End of the English Jesuits — The Catholic Lord»— Harry Percy— The 
Wizard Earl— A Beal Arabella Plot— WiUiam Seymour— The Escape— Pursuit 
—Dead in the Tower— Lady Frances Howard— BobertCarr— Powder Poisoninfr. 



From thb Tivks:— **A11 the civilized world— English* Continental, and Ame- 
rican — takes an interest in the Tower of London. The Tower is the stage 
upon which has been enacted some of the grandest dramas and saddest tragedies 
In our national annals. If, in imagination, we take our stand on those time-worn 
walls, and let century after century flit past us, we shall see in duo succession the 
majority of the most famous men and locely women of England in the olden time. 
We shall see them jesting, jousting, love-making, plotting, and then anon, per- 
haps, commending their souls to God in the presence of a nideous masked figure, 
bearing an axe in his handa It is such pictures as these that Mr. Dixon, with 
considerable skill as an historical limner, has set before us in these volumes. Mr. 
Dixon dashes off the scenes of Tower history with great spirit His descriptione 
are given with such terseness and vigour that we should spoil them by any attempt 
at condensation. As favourable examples of his narrative powers we may call at- 
tention to the story of the beautiful but unpopular Elinor, Queen of Henry IIL, and 
tbei^escription of Anne Boleyn's first and second arrivals at the Tower. Then we 
have the story of the bold Bishop of Durham, who escapes by the aid of a cord 
hidden in a wine- jar; and the tale of Maud Fitz waiter, imprisoned and murdered 
by the caiUff John. Passing onwards, we meet Charles of Orleans, the poetic 
French Prince, captured at Agincourt, and detained for flve-and-tweuty years a 
prisoner in the Tower. Next we encounter the baleful form of Bichord of Gloucester, 
and are filled with indignation at the blackest of the black Tower deeds. As we 
draw nearer to modem times, we have the sorrowful stonr of the Nine Days* 
Queen, poor little Lady Jane Grey. The chapter entitled "No Cross, no Crown '• 
is one of the most affecting in the book. A mature man can scarcely read it widi- 
out feeling the tears ready to trickle from his eyes. No part of the first volume 
yields in interest to the chapters which are devoted to the story of Sir Walter 
Baleigh. The greater part of the second volume is occupied with the story of the 
Gunpowder Plot. The narrative Is extremely interesting, and will repay perusal. 
Another caiue celibre possessed of a perennial interest, is the murder of Sir Thomas 
Overbury by Lord and Lady Somerset Mr. Dixon tells the tale skilfully. In con- 
clusion, we may congratulate the author on this work. Both volumes are decided- 
ly attractive, and throw much light on our national history." 

"From first to last this work overflows with new information and original 
thought, with poetry and picture. In these fascinathig pages Mr. Dixon di»- 
charges alternately the functions of the historian, and the historio biographer, with 
the insight, art humour and accurate knowledge which never fail him when he 
undertakes to illumine the darksome recesses of our national story."-'J/omm£rPo«(. 

"We earnestly recommend this remarkable work to those in quest of amuse- 
nent and Instruction, at once solid and refined.."— Z>at;y I^kffrx^h. 

6 



13, Gbbat Mablbobouoh Stbbbt. 

MESSRS. HURST AND BLACKETT'S 

NEW WORKS^Continued. 



VOLS. in. & IV. OF HER MAJESTY'S TOWER. 

By W. HEPWORTH DIXON. DEDICATED BY EXPRESS 
PERMISSION TO THE QUEEN. Completing the Work. Third 
Edition. Demy 8vo. 80b. 

CoNTBNTS:— A Favourite; A Favoarite's Friend ; The GounteBS of Suffolk ; To the 
Tower; Lady Catherine Manners ; House of Yilliers ; Bevolution; Fall of Lord 
Bacon; A Spanish Match; Spaniolizing ; Henry De Vere; The Matter of Hol- 
land ; Sea Affairs ; The Pirate War ; Port and Court ; A New Bomanzo ; Move 
and Counter-move ; Pirate and Prison ; In the Marshalsea ; The Spanish Olive ; 
Prisons Opened; A Parliament ; Digby, Earl of Bristol ; Turn of Fortune ; Eliot 
Eloquent; Felton's Knife; An Assassin; Nbie Gentlemen in the Tower; A 
King's Bevenge ; Charles L ; Pillars of State and Church ; End of Wentworth ; 
Land's Last Troubles ; The Lieutenant's House : A Political Bomance ; Phi- 
losophy at Bay ; Fate of an Idealist ; Britannia ; Killing not Murder; A Second 
Buckingham; Boger, Earl of Castlemaine ; A Life of Plots ; The Two Penns ; 
A Quaker's Cell; Colonel Blood; Crown Jewels, King and Colonel; Bye House 
Plot ; Murder; A Patriot; The Qood Old Cause; James, Duke of Monmouth; 
The Unjust Judge ; The Scottish Lords ; The Countess of Nithisdale ; Escaped, 
Cause of the Pretender ; Beformers and Beform , Bef orm Biots ; Sir Francis 
Burdett; A Summons to the Tower; Arthur Thistlewood; A Cabinet Council; 
Oato Street; Pursuit; Last Prisoners in the Tower. 



" Mr. Dixon's lively and accurate work." — limet. 

* This book is thoroughly entertaining, well-written, and Instructiva** — Examiner. 

** These volumes will place Mr. Dixon permanently on the roll of English authors 
who have rendered their country a service, by his putting on record a truthful and 
brilliant account of that most popular and instructive relic of antiquity. * Her 
Majesty's Tower ;' the annals of which, as related in these volumes, are by turns 
exciting and amusing, while they never fail to interest Our ancient stronghold 
could have had no better historian than Mr. Dixon." — Post. 

"By his merita of literary execution, his vivacious portraitures of historical 
figures, his masterly powers of narrative and de8crit>tion, and the force and grace- 
ful ease of his style, Mr, Dixon will keep his hold upon a multitude of readers."— 
JlluatrcUed News. 

"These volumes are two galleries of ridily painted portraits of the noblest 
men and most brilliant women, besides others commemorated by English 
history. The grand old Boyal Keep, palace and prison by turns, is revivifl^ in 
these volumes, which close me narrative, extending from the era of Sir John Eliot, 
who saw Baleigh die in Palace Yard, to that of Thistlewood, the last prisoner im- 
mured in the Tower. Few works are given to us, in these days, so abundant in 
originality and research as Mr. Dixon'&" — Standard. 

HISTOEY OF WILLIAM PENN, Founder of 

Pemisylvania. By W. Hefworth Ddcon. A NbwLibrabt Edition. 
1 vol. demy 8vo, with Portrait. 128. 

" Mr. Dixon's * William Penn ' is, perhaps, the best of his books. He has now re- 
vised and issued it with the culdition of much fresh matter. It is now offered in a 
sumptuous volume, matching with Mr. Dixon's recent books, to anew generation of 
readers, who will thank Mr. Dixon for his interesting and instructive memoir of 
one of the worthies of England." — examiner. 

** * WUliam Penn ' is a fine and noble work. Eloquent^ picturesque, and epigr». 
matio in style, subtle and philosophical in insight, and moderate and accurate in 
statement, it is a model of what a biography ought to be." — Sunday Times, 

**The character of this great Christian Englishman, William Penn, a true hero 
of moral and civil conquests, is one of the fairest in modem history, and may be 
studied with profit by his countrymen of all ages. This biography of him now / 

finally put into shape as a standard work of its kind, is Mr. Dixon's most useful 
production. Few books have a more genial and wholesome interest, or convey 
more beneficial instructioa"— i^fui^ro^ed Neufs, 
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MESSRS. HURST AND BLACKETT'S 
NEW WORKS— Continued. 



MODERN TURKEY. Bv J. Lewis Fablet, 

Consul of tlie Sublime Porte at BristoL Seamd Edition. 1 toL 14s. 

**6ookii on Tnrkey by Impftrtisl aatfaoritiM are not very oommon, sad we srs 
alwayn glad to welcome anTthlng that gives m the most recent information, and 
appeara to be written frankly and diflpaiisionately/' — Time$. 

*' Mr. Farley bai a good deal of interesting information to commmiifate in r^ard 
to the resoarcee of modem Tnrkey ; and we may add that he pats it briefly, deariy, 
and in an agreeable ityle."— ><8(if urdoy Review. 

** Mr. Farley is to be praised for the admirable manner in which he has maivhaD- 
ed his facts. His style, too, Is Indd and agreeablei**— jEzamMer. 

HISTORY OF THE HORSE GUARDS, From 

1750 to 1872. By J. H. Stooqdelbb. 1 toL 8yo. 14s. 

** This book Is nsef nl and agreeably written, and capable of affording pleasure to 
the non-military as well as to the military reader.**— J/or»<ii{^ Po$L 

** Mr. Htocqneler's Tolome has the merit of being readable, and conUdna a great 
deal of information. In military circles especiaOy the book will be pc^mlar.**— 
Standard. 

** An excellent and most interesthig History of the Horse-Gnards; historical in 
Hs facts, but intermixed with illostrative anecdotes, which by their raciness and 
Tlgoor make it as Interesting as a novel" — UmUd Service Mag. 

FREE RUSSIA. By W. Hepwobth Dixon. Third 

Edition 2 vols. Svo, with Coloured Illustratioiis. 30s. 
'*Mr. Dixon's book will be certain not only to interest bnt to please its readers 
and it deserves to do so. It contains a great deuaj that is worthy of attention, and 
Is likely to prodnoe a very useful effect The ignorance of the English people 
With respect to Bussia has long been so dense that we cannot avoid being grateful 
to a writer who has taken the trouble to make personal ac(iuaintance with that 
seldom-vlslted land, and to bring before the eyes of his countrymen a picture of 
Its scenery and its people, which is so novel and interesting that it can scarcely 
fall to arrest tiieir attentlon.'*--iSa<iirdav JUvieu. 

ANNALS OF OXFORD. By J. C. Jeaffreson, 

B.A.f Oxon. Second Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. SOs. 

"The pleasantest and moMt informing book about Oxford that has ever been 
written. Whilst these volumes will be eagerly perused by the sons of Alma Mater, 
they will be read with'scarcely less interest by the general reader." — Post 

"Those who turn to Mr. Jeaffreson's highly interesting work for solid informa- 
tion or for amusement, will not be disappointed. Rich in research and full of 
antiquarian interest, these volumes abound in keen humour and well-bred wit 
A soholar-like fancy brightens every page."— 27ke Qrcq)hic 

SPORT AT HOME AND ABROAD. By Lord 

William Pitt Lbnmox. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 21s. 
"Lovers of sport will welcome this new work by Lord W. Lennox eagerly. We 
have here experiences of sport of the most varied kind — ^from fishing in Upper 
Canada to fowling in Siberia; from Highland deer hunting to angling on the quiet 
banks of the Thamea Then descriptions of ancient and modem g3rmna8ticB, Bi)orts 
of Bngland in the middle ages, hunting, fencing, wrestilng, cricketing, and cock- 
flghting. We may learn how to choose a yacht or a hound, a hunter or a rifle, 
from these useful and amusing pagea We predict a success for this book.** — Era. 

PRAIRIE FARMS AND PRAIRIE FOLK. By 

Parker GiLLMORR ("Ubique")- 2 vols with Illustrations. 2 Is. 
" Mr. GiUmore has written a book which will make the English reader take a 
deep intereet in Prairie Farms and Prairie Folk. Bis narrative of his sojourn, his 
description of the country, and of his neighbours, are all mo<it readable. Mr. Oill- 
tnore's sporting feats are the themes of some of its best ohuptera"— /tet7y Nem, 
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QUEEN CHARLOTTE ISLANDS: A Narrative 

of Discovery and Adventure in Thb North Pacifio. By F. Poole, 
O.E. Edited by J. W. Ltnik)n. 8vo, with Illustrations. ISs. 
** There can be no doubt about the spirit of enterprise and power of endurance 
with which Mr. Poole is gifted, and much of his book is very exciting feading. 
Nor are tiie parts of it which are the least novel the least interesting. The chap- 
ters descriptive of his journeys round America, and across the Isthmus, with his 
account of San Francisco and Victoria, will repay perusal" — Pall Mali Qazette, 

TURKISH HAREMS & CIRCASSIAN HOMES. 

By Mrs. Hartet, of Ickwell Bury. 8vo. Second Edition. 16fl. 
" Mrs. Harvey's book could scarcely fail to be pleasant, for the excursion of 
which it gives us an account must have been one of the most delightful and ro- 
mantic voyages that ever was made. ' Mrs. Harvey not only saw a great deal, but 
saw all that she did see to the best advantage. In noticing the intrinsic Interest 
of Mrs. Harvey's book, we must not forget to say a word for her ability as a 
writer." — Times. 

LIFE AND LETTERS OF WILLIAM BEWICK, 

THE ARTIST. Edited by Thomas Landseer, A.R.A. 2 vols, 
large post 8vo, with Portrait. 248. 

" Bewick's fellow pupil and old friend, Mr. T. Landseer, the famous engraver, 
has put the materials before us together with much skill . The literary sketches 
which Bewick made of Hazlitt, Haydon, Shellev, Keats, Scott, Hogg, Jeffrey, 
Maturin, and others, are extremely bright, apt, and clear." — Athimanun. 

A BOOK ABOUT THE CLERGY. By J. 0. 

Jeaffrbson, B. a., Oxon. Second Edition, 2 vols. 8vo. * 30s. 

** This is a book of sterling excellence, in which all — ^laity as well as clergy — will 
find entertainment and histruction : a book to be bought and placed permanently 
In our libraries. It is written in a terse and lively style throughout, it is eminently 
fair and candid, and is full of interesting information on almost every topic tiiat 
serves to illustrate the history of the English clergy" — Times. 

THE CITIES OF THE NATIONS FELL. By 

the Rev. John Cumminq, D.D. Second Edition. 1 vol. 6s. 

** The work before us contains much historical information of Interest and valne^ 
We must applaud here, as we applauded in his treatise on The Seventh Vial, the 
■kill and diligence of the author in the vast and careful selection of facts, both phy- 
sical and moral, the interest of each when taken singly, and ths striking picture of 
the whole when presented collectively to the view." — Record. 

THE SEVENTH VIAL; or, THE TIME OF 

TROUBLE BEGUN, as shown in THE GREAT WAR, THE 
DET^RONEMENT OF THE POPE, and other Collateral Events* 
By the Rev. John Gumming, D.D., &o. Third Edition. 1 voL 68. 

MEMOIRS OF QUEEN HORTENSE, MOTHER 

OP NAPOLEON III. Cheaper Edition, in 1 vol. 6s. 

" A biography of the beautiful and unhappy Queen, more satisfactory than any w6 
have yet met with." — Iktily Neics. 

THE LAD YE SH AKERLEY ; being the Record of 

the Life of a Good and Noble Woman. A Cheshire Story. By 
ONE of the HOUSE of EGERTON. Second Edition. 1 voL Gs. 



THE NEW AND POPULAR NOVELS 

PUBLISHED BY HURST & BLACKETT. 



PENRUDDOCKE. By Hamilton Aid6, Author of 

»• Rita," " The Marstons," &c. 3 vols. 

" We do not know when we have been more fascinated than we have been by 
thle very clever novel It Ib the moet original we have met with in die pieaenft 
Mason. '^^Mtutnger. 

LILIAN'S PENANCE. By the Author of « Eecom- 

mendod to Mercy," " First in the Field," 4c. 3 toU. 

THE WRONG MAN. By the Hon. Mrs. Moht- 

oowotT, Author of " Mine Own Familiar Friend," &c. 2 Tola. 

THE THREE OXONIANS. By Frank Usher. 

8 voIb. 

OLIVER BEAUMONT and LORD LATIMER. By 

Lady Emily Ponsonbt, Author of " The Discipline of Life." 3 vols. 

" Lady Emily PonRonby ban in this work added another wreath to her literary 
orown. It excites great interest and curiosity. The characters are strongly mark- 
ed, yet natural, and the sentiment is at once elevated and tender." — Court JowmdL 

" The authoress shows great Insight into the workings of the human heart, and 
a more then common mastery over the subtleties of the tender passion."— i/ecicn^tr. 

WILLING TO DIE. By J. Sheridan Le Fanu, 

Author of " Uncle Silas," <fec, 3 vols. 

" There is not a dull page in this book. Sir Harry Bokestone is an Inimitable 
portrait. A keener appreciation of character has seldom been manifested." — John 
Bull. 

** No one can doubt the claims of Mr. Le Fanu to a high place among novel writera. 
Literary culture, artistic gruce, and a fine imaginative faculty form the leading, but 
not the only, attributes of his character as an author. One faculty he undoubtedly 
possesses in more than common excellence — that of engaging the liveliest interest 
of the reader, and of keeping up that interest by a continuance of xmexpected, yet 
not too startling, events — a faculty peculiarly perceptible in 'Willing to Die,' the 
exercise of wl\lch carries the reader with increased pleasure to the end of the 
third volume.'* — Matenger. 

LOST FOR GOLD. By Katharine King, Author 

of •' The Queen of the Regiment." 3 vols. 

'*MiBB King's second novel is much better written than her first Sounder judg- 
ment and Increased grasp of character are to be traced in the style, and there is the 
same frank naturalness, and the same freedom from conventionality." — Spectator. 

" Our readers will find much to interest them in this novel It is the work of a 
writer of lively imagination and read ability."— i/eMen$per. 

BEAUTIFUL EDITH. By the Author of « Ursula's 

Love Story." 3 vols. 

**' Beautiful Edith* is a pretty love-atory— well written, and good in tone."— < 
Athmoevmu 

" This novel will fascinate many readera The character of the heroine is very 
charming. The conversations are natural, original, and clever.'' — John BuU. 

A WOMAN AT THE WHEEL. ByA.M.ToBYN. 

"A remarkably pleasant, readable, and well-told story. The characters are 
worked out with the utmost skill Cherrie May, the * Woman at the Wheel' is a 
charming character, and on her as a typical claimant of the highest order of wo- 
man's rights the interest of the story centres."— if omtn^r Post. 
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MAY. Bv Mrs. Oliphant, Author of "Chronicles 

of Carlingford," &o. Second Edition, 3 vok. 

"'May' is one of the best novels of the year. The Fifeshire scenes are 
admirable bits of that quiet landscape painting in which Mrs. Oliphant excels."— 
Athemeum. 

" 'May' is one of the freshest and most charming of Mrs. Oliphant's creations."— 
Blackieood's McigcaineJ"' 

" Mrs. Oliphant iff always original Her books have a certain stamp of their 
own. The gem of this novel • May ' is the character of May or Marjory herself. 
She is a grand creature, and we congratulate Mrs. Oliphant on the beauty and 
harmony of her character." — Saturday Remew. 

PARTED LIVES. By Mrs. J. K. Spender. 3 vols. 

** A really admirable book. In power of description, analysis of character, and 
marvellous felicity of expression, it is a book rarely surpassed." — JohnJBvU. 

" A novel with a high purpose, developed with considerable power, and marked 
by keen observation and sagacious judgment of life and character. It is the best 
of Mra Spender's stories. ' Middlemarch ' excepted, the season has hardly pro- 
duced a better novel." — British Quarterly Review. 

WILD GEORGIE. By Jean Middlemass. 3 vols. 

" A story of no ordinary interest and power." — Morning Post. 

" ' Wild Gteorgie ' will unquestionably add considerably to the author's literary 
reputation. The charm of the novel is the deep interest of the plot, which never 
flags for a moment The characters are drawn with lifelike vigour." — Court Journal. 

" ' Wild Georgie ' is a novel at once orginal and clever. There is not a dull page. 
The author has the power to execute as well as conceive a very clever plot, and tihe 
character of the heroine is a masterpiece of imagination. — "John Bull. 

LITTLE KATE KIRBY. By F. W. RoBiNSON, 

Author of " Grandmother's Money," &c. Second Edition. 3 vols. 

"This is the best of Mr. Robinson's novels. It is a spirited story." — Spectator. 

" We consider this to be Mr. Bobinson's most successful story ; true to life, well 
conceived, well told, and containing a sound moral. The reader's atttention is 
riveted, and the interest sustained with unabated strength throughout" — Standard. 

FALSE CARDS. By Hawley Smart, Author of 

" Breezie Langton," Ac. 3 vols. 

*' This book contains plenty of the light, amusing reading for which the author 
is already known 'False Cards' will be a popular novel." — Athenaum. 

"This story. fulfils the promise found in 'Breezie Langton,' and deserves the 
success and popularity foretold for its author." — Morning Post. 

BESSIE. By Julia Kavanagh, Author of " Nath- 
alie," "Adeie/'&c. 3 vols. 

" Miss Kavanagh's books are always readable. Bessie's own love story is one 
of the best bits of autobiography Miss Eavauagh has produced." — Athenaeum. 

IN THE DAYS OF MY YOUTH. By Amelia 

B. Edwards, Author of " Barbara's History," &c. 3 vols. 

**A novel which cannot fail to charm, being written in a bright, sparkling, 
happy manner." — Morning Post. 

HIDDEN PERILS. By Mary Cecil Hay. 3 vols. 

** This novel is interesting and well put together. Its love story is very pretty 
and very pxae." —Spectator. 

*' The author may be congratulated on the power and talent displayed in this 
Btory. It is full of well Bostained interest, and cannot fail to be popular."— Poet. 
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Wirtttx l^c (gspcrial ^atrnnage rf Per piajtsis* 

Published cmnuaUy^ in One Vol., royal 8vo, an'M the Amu hearnHfiOg 
engraved, handtomely bounds with gUt edges, price 31s. 6dL 

LODGERS PEERAGE 

AND BARONETAGE, 

CORRECTED BY THE NOBILITY. 



THE rOBTY-SEOOH D EDITIOH FOB 1 873 18 HOW BEABT. 

Lodob's Pebbaob and BABOirvTAOB is acknowledged to be the most 
eompletef as well as the most elegant, work of the kind. As an esta- 
blished and authentic authority on all questions respecting the family 
histories, honours, and connections of the titled aristocracy, no work has 
ever stood so high. It is published under the especial patronage of Her 
Majesty, and is annually corrected throughout, from the personal com- 
munications of the Nobihty. It is the only work of its class in which, t/ic 
type being kept constantly standing, every correction is made in its proper 
place to the date of publication, an advantage which gives it supremacy 
over all its competitors. Independently of its full and authentic informa- 
tion respecting the existing Peers and Baronets of the realm, the most 
sedulous attention is given in its pages to the collateral branches of the 
various noble families, and the names of many thousand individuals are 
introduced, which do not appear in other records of the titled classes. For 
its authority, correctnens, and facility of arrangement, and the beauty of 
its typography and binding, the work is justly entitled to the place it 
oooupies on the tables of Her Majesty and the Nobility. 



LIST OF THE PRINCIPAL CONTENTS. 



Historical View of the Peerage. 
Parliamentary. Boll of the House of Lords. 
English, Scotch, and Irish Peers, in their 

orders of Precedence. 
Alphabetical List of Peers of Great Britain 

and the United Kingdom, holding siipe~ 

rior rank in the Scotch or Irish Peerage. 
Alphabetical list of Scotch and Irish Peers, 

holding superior titles in the Peerage of 

Great Britain and the United Kingdom. 
A Collective list of Peers, in their order of 

Precedence. 
Table of Precedency among Men. 
Table of Precedency among Women. 
The Queen and the Boyal Family. 
Peers of the Blood Boyal. 
The Peerage, alphabetically arranged. 
Families of such Extinct Peers as have left 

Widows or issue. 
Alnhabetioal List of the Surnames of all the 

Peers. 



The Archbishops and Bishops of England, 
Ireland, and the Colonies. 

The Baronetage alphabetically arranged. 

Alphabetical List of Surnames assumed by 
members of Noble Familiea 

Alphabetical List of the Second Titles of 
Peers, usually borne by their Eldest 
Sons. 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of 
Dukes, Marquises, and Earls, who, hav- 
ing married Commoners, retain the title 
of Lady before their own Christian and 
their Husband's Surnames. 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of 
Viscounts and Barons, who, having 
married Commonere, are styled Honour- 
able Mrs. ; and, in case of the husband 
being a Baronet or Knight, Honourable 
Lady. 

Mottoes alphabetically arranged and trana- 
lated. 



** A work which corrects all errors of former works. It is a most useful publication. 
We are happy to bear testimony to the fact that scrupulous accuracy is a distinguisb- 
ing feature of this book.**— TVmes. 

"Lodge's Peerage must supersede aU other works of the kind, for two reasons: first, it 
is on a better plan ; and secondly, it is better executed. We can safely pronounce it to be 
the readiest, the most useful, and exactest of modem works on the subject"— iSTpcciotor. 

" A work of great value. It is the most faithful record we possess of the aristo- 
craoy of the day." — Post. 

''The best existing, and, we believe, the best possible Peerage^ It is the standard 
authority on the subject."— ^SfoncfardL 
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UURST & BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY 

OF CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

POPULAR MODERN WORKS, 

ILLUSTRATED BY MILLAIS, HOLMAN HUNT, LEECH, BIRKET FOSTER, 
JOHN GILBERT, TENNIEL, SANDYS, E. HUGHES, &C. 

Each in a Single Yolnme, elegantly printed, bonnd, and illnstrated, prioe 6& 



I.— SAM SLICK S JfATTJEE AND HUMAN NATTTEE. 

**The first volume of Messrs. Hurst and BlacketVs Standard Library of Cheap Editions 
forms a very good beginning to what will doubtless be a very successful undertaking. 
* Nature and Human Nature ' is one of the best of Sam Slick's witty and humorous 

{)rodnctions. and is well entitled to the large circulation which it cannot fail to obtain 
n its present convenient and cheap shape. The volume combines with the great recom-. 
mendations of a clear, bold type, and good paper, the lesser but attractive merits of 
being well illustrated and elegantly bound." — Post. 

II.— JOHN HAtrPAX, GENTLEMAN. 

'* This is a very good and a very interesting work. It is designed to trace the career 
from boyhood to age of a perfect man — a Christian gentleman; and it abounds in inci- 
dent both well and highly wrought Throughout it is conceived in a high spirit, and 
written with great ability. This cheap and handsome new edition is worthy to pass 
freely from hand to hand aa a gift book in many households." — Examiner. 

" The new and cheaper edition of this interesting work will doubtless meet with great 
success. John Halifax, the hero of this most beautiful story, is no ordinary hero, and 
this his history is no ordinary book. It is a full-length portrait of a true gentleman, one 
of nature's own nobility. It is also the history of a home, and a thoroughly English 
one. The work abounds in incident, and is full of graphic power and true pathos. It 
is a book that few will read without becoming wiser and better." — Scotsman. 

III.— THE CRESCENT AND THE CROSS. 

BY ELIOT WARBURTON. 

** Independent of its value as an original narrative, and its useful and interesting 
information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of fancy with 
which its descriptions are enlivened. Among its greatest and most lasting charms is 
its reverent and serious spirit'* — Quarterly Review. 

IV.— NATHALIE. By JULIA KAVANAGH. 

" * Nathalie' is Miss Eavanagh's best imaginative effort Its manner is gracious and 
attractive. Its matter is good. A sentiment, a tenderness, are commanded by her 
which are as individual as they are elegant" — AtheiMBum. 

v.— A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

" A book of sound counsel. It is one of the most sensible works of its kind, well- 
written, true-hearted, and altogether practical Whoever wishes to give advice to & 
yoong lady may thank the author for means of doing so." — Examiner. 

VI.- ADAM GRAEME. By MRS. OLIPHANT. 

" A story awakening genuine emotions of interest and delight by its admirable pic- 
tures of Scottish life and scenery. The author sets before us the essential attributes of 
Christian virtue, their deep and silent workuigs in the heart and their beautiful mani- 
festations in life, with a delicacy, power, and truth which can hardly be surpassed."-/><M< 

VII— SAM SLICK'S WISE SAWS AND MODERN 

INSTANCES. 

" The reputation of this book will stand as long as that of Scott's or Bulwer's Novela 
Its remarkable originality and happy descriptions of American life still continue the 
subject of universal admiration. The new edition forms a part of Messrs. Hurst and 
Blackett's Cheap Standard Library, which has included some of the very best specimens 
of light literature that ever have been written."— i/etien^er. 
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HURST & BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY 

(continued.) 

Vm.— OABSIKAL WISEHAl^S RECOLLEGTIOHS OF 

THE LAST FOUE POPES. 

** A ttlotnretane book on Rome and Its ecclesiastical sovereigns, by an eloquent Boman 
Catbouc. Caralnal Wiseman has treated a special subject with so much geniality, tbmt 
his recollections will excite no ill-feeling in those who are most conscientiously opposed 
to tiwj Idea of boman Infallibility represented in Papal domination."—^ 



IX.— A LIFE FOR A LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEINLA.N.'' 

" In * A Life for a Life * the author is fortunate in a good subject, and has produced a 
work of strong ettwiV^Athmtimtn. 

X.— THE OLD OOUBT SUBUBS. By LEIGH HUNT. 

** A delightful book, that will be welcome to all readers, and most welcome to thoae 
who have a love for the best kinds of reading." — Examiner. 

** A more agreeable and entertaining book has not been published since BoeweU pro- 
dooad his remtnisoences of Johnson.*'— Obwrver. 

XI.— HABOARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS. 

** We fecommend all who are in search of a fascinating novel to read this work for 
themselvoa They will find it well worth their while. There are a freshness and ori- 
gioality about it quite charming "-^Atheiueum. 

XII.— THE OLD JUDGE. By SAM SLICK. 

" The publioations Included in this Library have all been of good quality ; many give 
Information while thev entertain, and of that class the book before us is a specimen. 
The manner in which the Cheap Editions forming the series is produced, deserves 
i^a))eolal mention. The paper and print are unexceptionable ; there is a steel engraving 
In each volume, and tlio ontsUies of them will satisfy the purchaser who likes to see 
books In handsome uniform."— i^xamiiMr. 

XIII.— DARIEN. By ELIOT WARBURTON. 

"This last production of tlie author of 'The Crescent and the Cross* has the same 
elements of a very wide popularity. It will please its thousands."— 672ode. 

XIV.— FAMILY ROMANCE ; OR, DOMESTIC ANNALS 

OF THE ARISTOCRACY. 

BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, ULSTER KING OF ARMS. 
" It were Impossible to praise too highly this most interesting book. It ought to be 
found on every drawing-room table." — Standard. 

XV.— THE LAIBI) OF NOBLAW. By MBS. OLIFHAirT. 

" The ' Laird of Norlaw ' fully sustains the author's high reputation."— .Sunday lima. 

XVI.— THE ENGLISHWOMAN IN ITALY. 

" We can praise Mrs. Uretton's book as interesting, unexaggerated, and full of oppor- 
tune instructioa*'— TVmea 

XVII.— NOTHING NEW. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

** * Nothing New ' displays all those superior merits which have made 'John Halifax* 
one of the most popular works of the day." — Poit. 

XVm.— FREER'S LIFE OF JEANNE D'ALBRET. 

"Nothing can be more Interesting than Miss Freer's story of the life of Jeanne 
D'Albret, and the narrative is as trustworthy as it is attractive." — Post 

XIX.— THE VALLEY OF A HUNDRED FIRES. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS.*' 

Tf asked to classify this work, w e should give it a place between ' John Halifax ' and 
Caxtons.' "Standard 
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XX.— THE ROMANCE OF THE FORUM. 

BY PETER BURKE, SERGEANT AT LAW. 
" A work of singalar interest, which can never f aii to charm. The present cheap and 
elegant edition includes the trae story of the Colleen Bawn.*' — UltutrcUed Newt. 

XXI.— ADELE. By JULIA KAVANAGH. 

" * Adele ' is the best work we have read by Miss Eavanagh ; it is a charming story, 
fcdl of delicate character-painting."— il(A«iutfU}n. 

XXn.— STUDIES FROM LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
"These ' Studies *rom Life * are remarkable for graphic power and observation. The 
book will not dimimsh the reputation of the accomplished author/' — Saturday Rmeu. 

XXin.— GRANDMOTHER'S MONEY. 

" We commend * Qrandmother's Money ' to readers in search of a good novel The 
charactera are true to human nature, the story is interesting." — Athenantm. 

XXIV.— A BOOK ABOUT DOCTORS 

BY J. C. JEAFFRESON. 
" A delightful book." — Athermum. '* A book to be read and re-read ; fit for the study 
as well as the drawing-room table and the circulating library." — Lancet 

XXV.— NO CHURCH. 

** We ad vise all who have the opportunity to read this book." — Athenaeum. 

XXVL— MISTRESS AND MAID. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLE^UN." 
** A good wholesome book, gracefully written, and as pleasant to read as it is instme- 
tive." — Athenceum. " A charming tale charmingly told." — Standard. 

XXVn.— LOST AND SAVED. By HON. MRS. NORTON. 

** * Lost and Saved * will be read with eager interest It is a vigorous novel** — Times. 
"A novel of rare excellence. It is Mrs. Norton's best prose work." — Examiner. 

XXVin.— LES mSERABLES. By VICTOR HUGO. 

AUTHORISED COPYRIGHT ENGLISH TRANSLATION. 

'* The merits of * Les Miserables * do not merely consist in the conception of it as a 
whole ; it abounds, page after page, with details of unequalled beauty. In dealing with 
all the emotions, doubts, fears, which go to make up our common humanity, M. Victor 
Hugo has stamped upon every page the hall-mark of gfmina.''— Quarterly Review. 

XXIX.— BARBARA'S HISTORY. 

BY AMELIA B. EDWARDS. 
'* It is not often that we light upon a novel of so much merit and interest as ' Barbara's 
History.' It is a work conspicuous for taste and literary culture. It is a very graceful 
-ind charming book, with a well-managed story, clearly-cut characters, and sentiments 
expressed with an exquisite elocution. It is a book which the world will like. This is 
High praise of a work of art, and so we intend it" — Times. 

XXX.— LIFE OF THE REV. EDWARD IRVING. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 

** A good book on a most interesting thema" — Times. 

^ A truly interesting and most affecting memoir. Irvlng's Life ought to have a niche 
in every gallery of religious biography. There are few lives that will be fuller of tn- 
stmction, interest, and consolation." — Saturday Review. 

*'Mrs. Oliphant's Life of Irving supplies a long-felt desideratum. It is copious 
earnest and eloquent" — Edinburgh Review. 

XXXL— ST. OLAVE'S. 

** This charming novel is the work of one who possesses a great talent for writing, as 
well as experience and knowledge of the world. * St Olave's ' is the work of an artist 
The whole book is worth reading.**— .^Menanim. 
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XXXn.— SAM SLICE'S AMBEICAN HUMOTTS. 

** Dip where yon will into this lottery of tnn, yoa are snre to draw out a prize.'*— PoriL 

XXXIII.— CHRISTIAN'S MISTAKE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

** A more charming story, to oar taste, has rarely been written. The writer has hit 
off a circle of varied characters all true to nature. Even if tried by the standard of 
the Archbishop of York, we should expect that even he would pronounce * Christian's 
Mistake ' a novel without a fault"— TVmei 

XXXIV.— ALEC FOKBES OF HOWGLEN. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D. 

** No account of this story would give any idea of the profound interest that pervades 
the work from tiie first page to the last" — Athenoeum. 

XXXV.— AGNES. By MRa OLIPHANT. 

^ * Agnes * is a novel superior to any of Mrs. Oliphanfs former worka" — Athencewn. 
** A story whose pathetic beauty will appeal irresistibly to all readers " — Post. 

XXXVI.— A NOBLE LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF *' JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

"This is one of those pleasant tales in which the author of * John Halifax* speaks 
out of a generous heart the purest truths of Ufa" — Examiner. 

XXXVIL— NEW AMERICA. By HEPWORTH DIXON. 

" A very interesting book. Mr. Dixon has written thoughtfully and weW*— Timet. 
Mr. Dixon's very entertaining and instructive work on New America." — Pall MaU Oas. 
** We recommend every one who feels any interest in human nature to read Mr. 
Dixon's very interesting book." — Saturday Review. 

XXXVIII.— ROBERT FALCONER. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D. 

" 'Bobert Falconer ' is a work brimful of life and humour and of the deepest human 
interest It is a book to be returned to again and again for the deep and searching 
knowledge it evinces of human thoughts and feelings." — Athenoeum. 

XXXIX.— THE WOMAN'S KINGDOM 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

" * The Woman's Kingdom ' sustains the author's reputation as a writer of tho 
purest and noblest kind of domestic stories. — Athermum. 

XL.— ANNALS OF AN EVENTFUL LIFE. 

BY GEORGE WEBBE DASENT, D.C.L. 
" A racy, well-written, and original novel The interest never flags. The whole 
work sparkles with wit and humour." — Qfiarterly Review. 

XLL— DAVID ELGINBROD. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D. 
" A novel which is the work of a man of true geniua It will attract the highest 
class of readers." — Times. 

XLn.— A BRAVE LADY. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
"A very good novel; a thoughtful, well-written book, showing a tender sympathy 
with human nature, and permeated by a pure and noble spirit" — Examiner. 

XLIIL -HANNAH. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.'* 

** A powerful novel of social and domestic life. One of the most successful efforta of 
a successful novelist"— 2>at/y News. 

* A very pleasant, healthy story, well and artistically told. The book is snre of a 
wide circle of readers. The character of Hannah is one of rare beauty." — Standard. 
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